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IN THE DARK AND DANGEROUS 
world of Warhammer, the might of 
Chaos overshadows the mortal races. 
From the cold north, barbarian 
hordes sweep down to consume all 
in their path; beastmen stalk the 
forests; mutants live among men, 
spreading their corruption and 
foulness. The Chaos Gods command 
vast armies of daemons, beasts and 
mortals, who have turned to dark 
worship, and ever do they revel in 


the shedding of blood. 


This mighty tome is the Liber 
Chaotica, a study of each Chaos 
power — Khorne, Slaanesh, Nurgle, 
Tzeenteh and Chaos Undivided 

— by the scholar Richter Kless. But 
reader, beware! The compilation 

éf this eventually/drove him mad. 
Inside these corrupted pages you will 
find a dark fount of knowledge. This 
is the ultimafe book on Chaos in the 
Warhammer World; read it at your 


peril. 
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INTRODUCTORY DISCOURSE 


ON 


THE BLOOD GOD: KHORNE 


CHAPTERI 


Che Mountain 


“FROM THE BOILING BLOOD SEA ROSE EIGHT MIGHTY CREATURES, EACH WITH THE HEADS OF 
DOGS AND THE BODIES OF LIONS, AND EACH ONE YOKED WITH GREAT CHAINS OF BRASS." 


A ND SO IT CAME TO PASS that these 
words spoke in wrath dispersed to all cor- 
ners of the land, proclaiming their message and 
blasting all minds that heard it. Neighbour 
turned on neighbour and in sudden fury fathers 


dragged sons onto the street and there murdered 
them. The gentle beasts of the field trampled one 


another and herdsmen slew their cattle to bathe | 


in their blood. The kings and princes of the land 
fell to fevered imaginings, adorning themselves 
with armour and weapons, and demanding a 
throne made from the bones of their kin. 
Prisoners and slaves were put to the sword and 
their heads adorned the royal dais. And the kings 
then sent their soldiers forth into the towns and 
villages to harvest more skulls for the skull 
thrones. Every living thing they killed; all that 
drew breath was culled from the earth, which in 
turn was fired and the walls tumbled down, so 
nothing could there live again. 


When the earth was made as mud by the 


lifeblood of innocents and wild creatures roamed 
the deserted lands drinking marrow from the 
bones of the dead, the kings and princes turned 
their armies outside their hollow kingdoms to 
wage war against each other. The armies of all 
the lands met in a valley blocked by four moun- 
tains to the north and four mountains to the 
south. And there they fell on one another with 
every weapon, animal and cunning machine that 
they commanded. The battle raged long as for- 
tune waxed and waned from one army to the 
next. For eight days and seven nights the war- 
riors of the lands pushed and heaved and 
stabbed and slew. The kings released their hunt- 
ing dogs, that harried and bit and gorged them- 
selves on hot flesh. Terrible horsemen, on steeds 
clad in steel, charged again and again. The death 





toll was so great that the valley itself filled with 
blood and drowned those who fought in its 
depths. The soldiers in battle hungered, and con- 
sumed the fallen and drank their blood to quench 
their thirst, while the kings themselves ate only 
the flesh from the heads brought to them. As the 
sun sunk down into the lake of death for the 
eighth time the battle faltered and stopped, for 
the bloodthirst that had driven each mortal soul 
forward had at last been sated. The armies could 
fight no more and there came a great wailing 
from the valley as every soldier lifted his voice 
and cried out for release, for victory or for the 


| strength to carry on. A multitude raised their 


shouts to a thousand empty gods. And none 
replied. For the true god had heard his servants’ 
cry. And its answer was one of bloodlust, power 
and awesome violence. 


From the boiling blood sea rose eight mighty 
creatures, each with the heads of dogs and the 
bodies of lions, and each one yoked with great 
chains of brass. They climbed forth each moun- 


tain and behind them dragged upwards a new Laken f 
mountain from the sea, a mountain of bone and 4 «7° 
skulls that reached fully ten times the height of aret Z 


the eight peaks around it. Upon its sight, the sol- 


diers of the battle took new heart and rose again gern? 


from the gore-drenched earth to praise their true = 
lord while the kings and princes threw them- 
selves down in fear as they recognised the true 
Skull Throne, of which their own had been the 
palest imitation. And atop the very summit, the 
embryonic-god screamed his name in a birth-cry 
that echoed and crashed from peak to peak and 
drove the cowardly mad even as it strengthened 
the worthy beyond mortal effort. 


And the name was Kharneth, our Blood God 
Khorne. 
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BEING AN EXTENSIVE EXAMINATION OF THE DUBIOUS AND LESSER MEN WHO 
INHABIT THE SAVAGE LANDS BEYOND OUR NORTHERN BORDERS. INCLUDING 








m Fe THE HARSH snowlands they 
A come, blond of hair and blue of eye, and 
tattooed upon the arms and face and chest. 
Others are raven-haired, with cruel sneers, 
delighting in the pain and misery they her- 
ald. From the north and east come these 
savage marauders, with slavering dogs on 
whipping leashes. Their eyes are mad with 
bloodlust, for blood they thirst, driven forth 
on the whims of the gods they seek to 
appease. Clad in few garments and wielding 
clumsy and brutal axes and maces, they rage 
against the civilised lands of the south, 
burning, pillaging, looting all before them to 
: offer up as sacrifice to their uncaring mas- 
0 ters beyond the gates of hell 

k in the northern wastes. 



















In the dark ages of the 
past, our forebears did 
struggle valiantly 
against 
the 
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DISCURSIVE ESSAYS ON THEIR QUESTIONABLE HABITS AND BELIEFS. 


tribes of evil races and other corrupt beings 
that threatened our homes and people. And 
we were victorious and chased them back to 
their birthing places and destroyed them 
there forever, ridding us of this great danger 
to our young people. However, there were 
those of us who went further, who were not 
content with the bounty that our gods had 
granted us, and demanded more. 


Further and further they spread, in the 
name of ridding us of our mortal foes, until 
finally they went into a land that was cov- 
ered by Shadow. There they lost sight of our 
gods but cared not, so great had their 
avarice grown. 


Within that Shadow they discovered new 
beings, ancient Daemons that saw in these 
people the greed and hatred that had 

brought them so far. They did praise 
and flatter and promise them even 
greater riches, if only they would 
turn their backs on all that 
was holy and good and 
mortal. Without our 
gods to guide them 
these people fell into 
۲ false worship and were 
` enslaved by these Daemons 
that knew of all human 
weakness. 


Beneath the Shadow 
these people remained as 
they tumbled into the 

depravities and blood- 
lust of their foul ven- 
eration, and there 
grew warped and 
cruel and bitter at 
the petty idolism 
that they had 
exchanged for the 
true salvation of 
the worship of our 
gods. 
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Marauders 


And now as corrupt in body as they are in 
mind they do return to punish us for their 
sins and burn the world, for they would 
rather destroy it all than have any trace of 
goodness and law remain in it to remind 
them of what they once lost. 


But it is not the tribes’ marauding that we 
must fear the most, for the predations of 
their kind conceal a greater evil that they 
commit. For they are also the foot soldiers of 
those infernal hordes that do threaten our 
nation’s very existence when the Shadow 
falls upon us. Before and after their dae- 
monkin’s path, they burn and ravage and 
slaughter. Their riders and scouts do ensure 
that no prey are left untouched, no matter 
how distant they are nor how secure they 
believe themselves. 


And if these atrocities were not enough, it 
is from their ranks and stock that do raise 
these most abhorrent of foes: the Knights 
and Champions of Chaos. Rather than be 
appalled that such monsters in human form 
may emerge from their kind, they applaud 
them and encourage their desecration in the 
hopes that, should they reap the ultimate 
reward, they will 

look with 
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favour upon those who sponsored them. 
Indeed, it is the ambition of each and every 
tribesmen to walk the road of power to 
final damnation. 


In their worship, some marauders will 
look to a single Power to provide them 
with succour, often through a totem or 
other object that they believe is valued 

by the god. Most, however, are not 

particular in their beliefs, rather tak- 
ing on the worship of whichever god 
they believe can benefit them most 
at that particular time. To aid them 
in this they will erect icons and 
shrines to these gods, more impressive 
if they are settled and secured than if 
they live as nomads in the Steppes. That 
they would seek to bargain with each 
and every god they could is demonstrable 
of their irreverent attitude even within 
their heresy. 





Truly none of our kind are more tar- 
nished and damned than the men of the 
Shadowlands. 








Here follows an excerpt from the final tes- 
tamant of Baron Fallon von Kelspar before 
he abandoned his family estates in 2325. He 


was subsequently excommunicated from | 


the church of Sigmar in 2327, declared a 
heretic and danger to the people by the 
Order of Solkan in 2328, declared a traitor 
to the Empire in 2330, declared an outlaw 
and brigand by the Court of the Lady in 
2335, declared an Oathbreaker by the High 
King in 2340. 


“As a race mankind is like no other. 
Although derided as a ‘new race’ by the 
decrepit creatures for which their millennia 
have passed; we have spread across the 


world with the ease of fleas upon a dog. | 


Nothing has stopped us, neither indolent elf, 
nor stubborn dwarf, nor wild orc or goblin. 
We came, we fought, we died, and more of us 


came after, uncaring of our predecessors’ 


fate, driven only by our lust for wealth and 
our hate, until we settled and survived and 
whatever we craved was ours. 


“Our forebears lived noble lives 
beneath their worthy kings, roaming in 


tribes, free from all constraint. We were ۱ 1 


once a powerful, dynamic people, 


7 


hardened and strong enough to con- PA 


quer all before us. Now, some of 
these tribes, the Bretonni, the 
Unberogens, the Gospodars and our 9 
very own claim now to be greater than 
the rest, we claim in a mere brace of 
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“No doubt you, my family, my friends, or 
any other who may be reading this note 
would ask me, were I there, why I went 
north. And if I were there I would answer, to 
| the north lies our past, and to the north lies 
our future.” 


fear, the danger lies with the weak 
who flock to their banner.” 
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moral authority and ‘discover’ lands 6 
and peoples as old as an age and. M 


parade our ungainly forms in ever (Mes 


our advancement. 


"All of which blinds us to the fools we 
are. There are men left, men who have 
not collapsed into indulgence, men who 


are strong, who live still as man did in his N 1 


golden age. They do not cower from their 
gods, but bargain with them. They do not 
hide from the unknown but face it head on, 


acknowledging every part of themselves and 


their being, denying nothing and living as 
the best of any of us as a result. 
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“It is not the strong enemy we must 
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Che Jtorse 


BEING A CLOSE INSPECTION OF THE FERAL TRIBES OF NORSCA, CALLED BY 
SOME THE NORTHERS OR NORSCANS. INCLUDING MY OPINION ON THEIR 
LAMENTABLE INCURSION INTO OUR SOCIETY. 








HE NORSE ARE those tribesmen of the 

Umbra that lie closest to our own good 
states. They are constantly in bloody strife 
and war amongst themselves, pausing only 
to launch raids by land and sea upon our 
people, when they slaughter the defenceless, 
defile our holy places and enslave our chil- 
dren. 







The peoples of Norsca exist, in their fashion, 
on that promontory of land that juts from 
the northernmost part of Kislev, out around 
the Sea of Claws. They are bound in the 
west by the Sea of Chaos and in the north by 
a vast glacial shelf that marks the end of 
their territory and the beginning of the 
Wastes beyond. Their border with the 
Kislevites is long and indistinct. 
On the  Kislevite side, 
however, it is 








marked by the twin fortress-cities of 
Erengrad and Praag, and the River Lynsk 
that forms the only natural demarcation 
between the two. Beyond the Lynsk is what 
is known as Troll Country, wherein travel 
and live foul creatures of Chaos, warbands 
of the Ruinous Powers and some of the 
hardiest Norscan families such as the Sarls, 
the Baersonlings and the Brennuns. 


Norsca is a cold and harsh land, a fitting | 


punishment for the monsters, both human 
and otherwise, which live there. The moun- 
tains march right down to the seas, and 
snow lies always on the peaks that are 
haunted by ogres and trolls and altogether 
darker beasts that sleep beneath the earth. 


Norsemen means literally ‘men of the 
north’, and as such is not the name by which 
they call themselves, but rather a moniker 
their victims have given them. For these 
savages have no name for themselves as a 
single nation, for their race is made up of 
many different families and tribes, with lit- 
tle to connect them but a similar tongue and 
way of life. Thus such a warrior would 
never call himself a “Norseman”, but 
instead a “Bjornling” or a “Varg”, for their 
only loyalty is to their families and their kin. 


Their encroachment within our society, 
welcomed by traitors of our people, has led 
them to encounter our own name for them. 
This some of them have adopted as their 
own, for they take great amusement in it. 


These families by which they are known are 
of vital importance to a Norseman, for if 
they anger their tribal kin or so displease the 
gods as to bring their wrath upon them, then 
they will be cast from their towns and into 
the wilds of the country. Few of these out- 
laws survive long for they will never be wel- 
comed within another tribe, nor may they 
wander freely for they will fall prey to the 
warbands and creatures that infest the land. 
The lucky and the strong may be allowed to 
join the retinue of such a champion and thus 
sustain their lives for some small time fur- 
ther, before they fall in battle or their new 
master tires of them. A few make the ardu- 
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ous journey down to our lands and here 
become the lowest form of vagrant and 
wastrel, begging food and coin, or turning to 
brigandry, robbery and murder. 


Blood feuds are common among the Norse 
and can last for many years between tribes 
and settlements. With their ruthless and 
barbarian ways, such feuds can occur with- 
in towns and villages as well as between dif- 
ferent groups of close kin. When these take 
hold, they are settled quickly and bloodily, 
with little reference to law. The defeated are 
cast out with the majority’s blessing, for the 
tribes know that they cannot survive with 


such dissention amongst themselves. This is 


another way by which a Norseman may be 
outlawed. 


But it is unto their unholy gods that the 
Norse owe their highest fealty. These vile 
people care nothing for faith and honour, 
but only for the material advantages that 
their Dark Lords can bestow. 


They worship as others of their kind, some 
devoting themselves to one particular blas- 


| phemy, while others maintain an allegiance 


to all. As the Norse live on the edge of the 
Umbra, their tribes often worship the 
Accursed Powers through the guise of lesser 
local gods. This does quell the fears of some 
of our kind who believe that theirs is no dif- 
ferent from our own worship. But such 
belief could not be more misguided, as the 
idols the Northers worship are mere facets 
and guises of the four Ruinous Lords. 


Some of the coastal raiders of the 
Skaelings worship a deity they call 
Mermedus, a petty deity who makes his 
realm at the bottom of the Sea of Claws. 
Their icons of him depict a bulbous and 
ghoulish figure, bloated in death with the 
bulging eyes and drained composure of a 
man drowned in the sea. Supposedly he 
walks along the floor of the Sea of Claws, 
creating stormy waters and capsizing ships, 
dragging the raiders down deep to add to his 
chain-lines that-he-pulls-behind-him, so to 
imprison the drowned and the damned. 
Thus the Skaelings make sacrifices, both 
animal and human, and throw their 
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weighted bodies into the deep in order that 
they might distract this god from destroying 
them all. Some believe that this is some cor- 


this clear as an Infernal Power in one of 
their multitudinous deceits. 


Whichever idol they worship, there is one 
thing that each one demands, the blood of 
its enemy. Thus some of the blood feuds that 
erupt between tribes and settlements have 
this difference at their base. For the Norse, I 
have discovered there is no kingdom of 
Morr, there is nothing after death except for 
the realm of their gods, and they will only 
travel there to be lauded and praised as true 
and strong warriors, or to be reviled and tor- 
tured as betrayers or cowards. Thus every 
Norseman fights with an insane fervour 
driven by this belief. 


Such warriors are armed with deadly 
weapons and wear huge plates of iron 
armour, for it is in their smelting and work- 
ing of iron that the Norse may be acknowl- 
edged. I have often remarked that they are 
people with no talent or quality, except that 
in the forging of arms and in the spawning 
of men to use them. And such trade that 
exists between them and the warrior-bands 
to their north and the horse tribes to their 
east are centred predominantly on this, as 


own. 


But it is when the warriors of the north 
descend for a different reason that the Norse 


' existence. For when the Shadow expands 
across them and taints what little of life 
remains in their land, there are carried with 
it monsters and daemons and regiments of 
cruel warriors who care nothing for them. 
They do not see, as we do, fellow worship- 
pers of their blasphemous gods, but rather a 
life that can be taken in their god's name. 
Thus the Norse may stand and die or seek 
escape, and it is the case that when the 
Umbra expands towards our states, the 
greater horde advances behind countless 
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ruption of our own Manaan, but I have seen | 


those races have little such industry of their | 


have true reason to bewail their heretical | 





bands of marauders who throw themselves 
at the cities of Kislev, in a despair to outrace 
the death that follows behind. 


To these the Kislevites show no mercy, and 
do exact vengeance for the marauders' 
countless predations during the times of 
peace. 


These intervening depravations are 
known not only to those heathen of Kislev, 
but to all the peoples of the coast. For it is in 
the character of the Norscan to be as at 
home on the waves as he is on land, and as 
they plough the seas they bring their terror 
with them. 


Their ships are constructed from the dark 
and polluted wood that grows plentifully in 
their lands. They fly sails that display the 
colours and symbols of their allegiance; at 
their bows are figureheads carved in the 
shape of the heads of disturbing creatures of 
the deep; and they adorn their sides with 
skulls and other trophies from their butch- 
ery. 


Even from their very birth these ships are 
steeped in blood, as they are launched over 
the living bodies of slaves and captives, to 
crush them as sacrifices to their sea gods to 
ensure good weather and fair seas. 


Here one of the earliest such records of 
such pillage comes from The Chronicles of 
Middenland: 


“In this year of Ulric’s Grace, there were 
great sigils and portents of Doom and 
Destruction. The statue of the Wolf was 
heard to howl for Death, and there were 
many children born with twisted feet or 
hands or other such Mutations. Great 
Beasts were seen to fly through the air and 
block out the sun and a Famine and Plague 
did grip the coastal villages. Even as those 
Ails did pass, reavers emerged from the sea 
with sails of Blood and Death and laid 
waste to a temple and three towns upon our 
coast, killing or enslaving those who did not 
flee, and plundering what little they could. 
They wore strange armour and fought 
beneath the Banner of the Wolf, as though 
mocking our Faith." 
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Che Horse 


There were many who hoped these raiders 
would never return, but they have done, 
time and time again, across all the coasts of 


our lands and our neighbours, round into the | 


Tilean Sea and the Black Gulf. 


Thus villagers who know nothing of the 
greater darkness, who know nothing of the 
final damnation of man, know enough to 
garrison watch-towers to look across the 
waters and build signal-fires to warn of the 
coming of the DragonShips that roll in with 
the mists off the ocean. 


There, in the sense of the common folk 
with the clarity of their simple life, is the 
proper recognition of the adversity that 
threatens them. 


Not so for the wastrels and indolents of our 
own rich and undeserving. They, 
in the perversity driven by bore- 
dom, welcome these vipers to 
their breast in the guise of 
fashion and style and novelty 
and of meaningless brinkman- 
ship. Even now as I write, men of 
Norsca walk freely in the streets of 
Marienberg, garnering greater 
acknowledgement than the true 
heroes of our empire, and ever 
burrowing their way into the 
hearts of the foolish. 


Fat ladies squeal to 
be the first to pur- y 
chase their latest 
pelts, gentlemen 
bid ever high- 
er for the 
cursed arma- 
ments culled 
from their 
tainted 
earth, enter- 
tainers seek 
twisted crea- 
tures for the 
gawking of the peasantry _ 
and, most ludicrous of all, 7 
stern-faced generals do | 
seek to secure their war- 
riors aS mercenaries for 
their wars both foreign and 
against our own people. 





Their greed for power and prestige and 
false worth does blind them to the evil they 
allow to walk among us. For the Norse do 
lie so well, and smile at the gaiting and 
prancing of those who seek to imitate 
them. But I understand as they do the base 
truth behind the Norse ways, that these fat 
idolaters do wear as lightly on their minds 
as they do the silk on their sleeve. 


The Norse mislead us all with their 
smiles and pageantry, and we will be the 
ones to bear the brunt of their ultimate 
betrayal. 
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Che Jurgan 


BEING AN EXPOSITION ON THE MYSTERIOUS KURGAN — A DISTANT, BUT EVER 
PRESENT THREAT ON OUR NORTHERN BORDERS (INCLUDING A DETAILED 
EXAMINATION OF THE TRIBE KNOWN AS THE TONG). 


XCERPT FROM “The Peoples of the 
World” by Bretonnian court-scholar 


Gules de Rambon: 


“The nation of the Kurgan surpasses all 
other barbarians in their wildness of life. 


Though they do just bear the likeness of 


men, of a very ugly pattern, they are so little 
advanced in civilization that they make no 
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use of fire, nor any kind of relish, in the 
preparation of their food, but feed upon the 
roots which they find in the fields, and the 
half-raw flesh of any sort of animal. 

"I say half-raw, because they give it a kind 
of cooking by placing it between their own 
thighs and the backs of their horses. 
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wind over high mountains, great deserts and 
gushing rivers. They travel where they will, 
and there are few indeed who would dare 
oppose them. 





“They fight in no regular order of battle, 
but by being extremely swift and sudden in 
their movements, they disperse, and then 
rapidly come together in loose array. They 
spread havoc over the vast plains, and flying 
over the ramparts, they pillage the camp of 
their enemy almost before he has become 
aware of their approach. 





The Kurgan live in tribal families like the 
Norscans do, but these are not settled towns 
or villages, but rather travelling groups that 
wander the vastness of the Steppes and the 
Wastes with their livestock. Thev are led by 
chieftains who claim a special connection 
with their gods, who dictate to them the 
direction they ride. 











































‘They are the most terrible of warriors for 
when in close combat with swords and flails, 
they fight without regard to their own safety, 
and while their enemy is intent upon parry- 
ing the thrust of the swords, they will entan- 
gle him with their chains so that he loses all 


power of walking or viding." They travel with their entire families, so 


that it is literally the case for many of them 
| to be born in the saddle. Most of these show 
some taint of Chaos upon them, whether it o. و‎ 
be benign or otherwise, and these marks are 
flaunted and displayed toshow the interest 
the lards of darkness have already shown in 
them. Many of them go further and try to zerer 
make their children even more grotesque by ۳ Aw we 


The Kurgan are a people of mystery and 
fear, a savage race that ride such fleet steeds 
as to allow them to fly across the land as fast 
as birds. Their domains lie far from our bor- 
ders and yet their speed of movement is such | 
that one can never be sure where or when 


their next attack shall fall. binding their skulls while young, so that 


their heads grow in the long and thin man- ۳ 
ner so distinctive of their people. 


Those few cartographers who recognise 
the Kurgan's existence do consign them to a 
far corner of the map, but in fact their terri- 
tory far outstrips that of any other human 
realm. Indeed, all the land that we call our 
own up to the World's Edge Mountains 
would fit many times within the area they 
control. 


Though we may write the names of certain P ۱ 
tribes upon a map, this will only give the 
narrowest indication of their true extent and 
location. For in the vastness of the Steppe 
there are no confinements, and far greater 
reliance is placed upon the kin-band that 
the horsemen ride with rather than in the 
greater tribal name. To an extent, a 
Kurgan’s tribe is those people with whom 
he travels, no matter their origins, and his 
property is what he carries with him, and 
his land is wherever he finds himself. 


The Eastern Steppes are massive plains 
with seemingly endless stretches of dry, tree- 
less grassland, which lie beyond the great 
mountain range known as the Mountains of 
Mourn. They are bordered by the freezing 
wastes to the north, by a great desert to the 
south and by the mighty lands of Cathay far 
to the east. Over this vast territory there are 
many tribes, both of humans and of other 
races, but of the northern areas that lie with- 
in the Umbra, the Kurgan are undisputed 
masters. 


The Kurgans almost invariably travel on 
horseback, some with wagons to carry tents 
and altars, others without. There are a few 
groups who do not ride, who choose to 
either wander on foot, possibly because they 
have lost their mounts through some ail- 
ment or accident, or who have settled per- 
manently in some forsaken spot. Why they 
would choose to completely alter their way 
of life in such a manner is unknown. 
Perhaps there is something of significance to 
the site. It is not completely unheard of fora 










In truth, however, not even this expanse 
gives proper extent to their dominion, for 
the Kurgan recognise no borders or bound- 
aries, except perhaps for that ultimate fron- 
tier at the north. No obstacle can stop them; 
their driven mounts carry them like the 
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tribe to seize and settle the land it has 
attacked, and then attempt to defend it, 
while they wrest riches from the earth. 


Most though are almost constantly on the 
move, either along age-old routes between 
summer and winter lands, or seemingly at 
random across the Steppe. It is this fluidity 
that allows them the greatest favour when 
the Shadow creeps out and the dark legions 
march forth. It is the Kurgan that are most 
willing and able to join these cursed cru- 
sades, for they are able to bring to bear each 
and every one of their race. 


For them there is nothing but advantage in 
attaching themselves to a larger horde, for 
they may ride ahead as scouts and take the 
easiest of the plunder, and when the horde is 
inevitably reversed or gain stayed, they may 


-always escape the forces of retribution that 


eventually they strike out on their own. 
Thus, they may be found all around the 
known world, these ravagers lie not con- 
tained in distant lands to be dealt with by 
strangerfolk, hardier than us. Rather they 
may come to any town, any door, even while 
the blinkered folk slumber in their false 
security. 


No border, no castle, no country can be a 
defence against the horsemen of the 
Shadowlands, for they care for none of 
them. They move at will across plains and 
hills and rivers, no barrier can withstand 
them, nor no levied troops restrain them. 
For our armies are snails and slugs that 
must drag themselves forwards, and may 
fight only where its foe proves willing. The 
horseman have no honour, no courage, they 
will never meet our forces straight on in 
decisive battle, but flee when confronted by 





gainst them. | | : 
ef 02 men of mettle and only turn to strike and 


slaughter against the weak, the innocent 
and the ill-prepared. 


| A ^ In this way, tribes of the horsemen may 
| follow these hordes and then find them- 
ercalare, selves far from where they began when 
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And when they do so it is without any 

| mercy of human compassion, as Marcia 

Naissus recorded of the destruction of a city 
in the Border Princes: 


"There was so much killing and bloodlet- 
ting that no one could number the dead. The 
Kurgans pillaged the temples and the 
shrines, and slew the priests and virgins. 
They so devastated this land that it will 
never rise again and be as it was before. 

Even years later when we passed 

through there again we had to camp 

outside the city on the river, for the 
banks were covered with human bones 
and the stench of death was so great that 

. no one could enter the city.” 
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| , a Our generals bluster and berate, and 
do denounce this their craven foe, but in 
truth they do as much for in fact they 


2 can do little else, as Count Theo of 
os. Stirland lamented: 


“A soldiers great enemies 
are deprivation and exertion. 
For him to fight and kill on a 
single day is as nothing to the 
path of suffering he has first to 





endure. Before even courage, the first quali- 
fication for a soldier is for endurance to 
hardship, poverty and want. And they live at 
peace harder than we live at war. What 
chance did we have?” 


The horsemen will never fight until they 
will it, nor have they a home except that car- 
ried on their horses’ backs, so they have no 
realm to threaten in return. 


It is true, when gorged with plunder and 
with death, that they may return to their 
spawning lands across the World’s Edge, to 
count their loot and praise their gods, but 
how to take the fight to these vast plains? 
What defence do they need but eyes in their 
heads to see danger’s approach? And when 
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the foe had vanished from our sight what 
then? Do we burn the grass? Plunder the 
streams? Demolish the hills? For there is pre- 
cious little more there than that. 


Thus our generals bluster, for that is all 


| they can do, while these cursed enemies do 


raid and burn and keep us in terror inviolate. 
Their brigand bands do infest our lands as 
surely as the worms infest a rotting corpse, 
roving cancers that bleed the lifeblood of 
those who expect it least. 


This then is our current state, with as many 
of our foe within our borders as without, and 
our only defence to pile our soft bellies upon 
their swords. 


Che Tong 


A BRIEF DESCRIPTION OF THE TONG - WHOSE FEROCITY IN BATTLE IS 
LEGENDARY EVEN AMONGST THE PEOPLES OF THE NORTH. 


E VEN AMONG THE fearsome Kurgan 
there are still some names of infamy that 
strike terror to their hearts. The ‘Tong’ is 
one such name. According to the tales of the 
Kurgan, they emerged from the west cen- 
turies ago and carved a bloody path through 
the tribes who opposed them. They fought 
with such a lack of regard for their own safe- 
ty that they overwhelmed even the most 
reckless tribesmen. Rumours abounded that 
these were daemons in human form. Just as 
the Kurgans reeled from this onslaught, the 
Tong, as quickly as they had appeared, van- 
ished from the relatively verdant lands of the 
Eastern Steppe. Nothing more was heard 
from them and the Kurgan tribes untouched 
by their passage fell upon their bloodied 
fellows in a series of raids and battles. A 
century or more passed before the Tong were 
heard from again. 


It was a great incursion of Chaos that went 
unnoticed by the records of the Empire, the 
dwarfs and even those in far off Cathay, for 
it never crossed the mountains of the 
World’s Edge but instead laid waste to many 
of the wandering tribes of men, orcs, goblins 
and other races that dwell in those dark 
lands. 








None recall the name of the champion who 
led it, but it is remembered that as the 
greater horde approached it was the banners 
of the Tong that were at the fore of it. Some 
tribesmen had heard stories of the deprava- 
tions of the Tong and fled before them; oth- 
ers had not, and rode instead to join them 一 
only to be cut down like wheat as they 
offered their hands. 


For years the horde marched across the 
Steppe. They sought out the most fearsome 
warrior tribes, and killed them to a man, and 
after five years had passed there was not a 
tribe in those lands that had not been van- 
quished or had not fled before them. The 
Tong travelled unchallenged back into the 
north, never to return again as a whole tribe 
but only as warbands and groups that fol- 
lowed the incursions of other champions. 


As one of the tribes closest to the pulsing 
heart of Chaos, the Tong peoples are one of 
the most mutated and hideous of the 
Northern tribes, and one of their most 
indomitable fighters. As the darkness of the 


North begins to swell they are the first to 
| join the ranks of the mighty incursions and 


remain its central core of fierce mortal 
Warrlors. 
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BEING AN EXTENDED ESSAY ON THE MOUNTED WARRIORS OF THE HUNG. 
INCLUDING EXCERPTS FROM “THE PEOPLES OF THE WORLD” BY GULES DE 
RAMBON, AND THE WORKS OF FURION OF CLAR KAROND. 


E XCERPT FROM ‘The Peoples of the 
| World’ by Bretonnian court-scholar 
Gules de Rambon: 


“The people of the Hung who dwell beyond 
١ the far plains over the World’s Edge 
Mountains are quite abnormally savage. 
From the moment of birth they make deep 
gashes in their children’s cheeks, so that 
when in due course hair appears, its growth 
۲ is checked by the wrinkled scars, giving 
them the unlovely appearance of beardless 
۳ eunuchs. They have squat bodies, strong 
limbs, and thick necks, and are so prodi- 
giously ugly and bent that they might be two- 
_ legged animals, or the 
crudely carved gar- 
goyles with which the 
superstitious do dese- 
crate our temples. 































“They have no land, 
© no home and no law or 
settled manner of life, 
_g but, wander as 
4 ۴ vagabonds in 
the wagons 
in which 
they live. 
| In these 
their 

1 wives 
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Far from the Old World are the maraud- 
ing hunters of the Hung, a people so numer- 
ous that they stretch across the continents of 
our world, and so fearsome that they hold 


| entire realms of men and other races in a 


grip of terror. 


Further even than the plains of the 
Kurgan lie the lands of the Hung. They 
intermingle with those of the Kurgan in the 
west, and are removed from Cathay to the 
south by a great desert that covers much of 
the border. However, through the Wastes 
their tribes stretch further, across the land 
bridge that connects the eastern realms to 
the New World in the west where they 
stretch down the Broken Lands, and across 
the wasteland bordered by the watchtowers 
of the Ulthuan renegades. There their tribes 
once again cross with those of the Kurgan, 
so between them they may be considered to 
circumscribe the entirety of the Infernal 
Gates. 


Like the Kurgans, the Hung are a roving 
people, and thus their tribal boundaries can- 
not be marked by a simple frontier on a 
map. While they pay more regard to their 
greater tribe over and above their itinerant 
kin, these tribes hold no compunction about 
merging with others to form great alliances, 
or devolving and reforming as the winds of 


| circumstance change. This ever-shifting loy- 


alty does lead them to consider as irrelevant, 
bonds and bargains made with other races. 
They feel no dishonour in breaking these 
pacts, or indeed in killing the other parties, 
and so have gained a reputation for being 
slv, deceitful and treacherous. Indeed, the 
Cathayans use the phrase ‘Word of a Hung’ 
to denote a worthless promise. 


The Hung live in the saddle. The only 
structures they inhabit are woollen tents 


‚they carry, with which they make their 


encampments. Obscure legends speak of 
Hung cities, hidden somewhere in the 
Steppes or in the mountains to the north. 





Che Hung 


These places are supposedly great centres 
for their worship, and guard the fabulous 
treasures the Hung had plundered and 
stolen over the centuries. More than one 
treasure-seeker has departed from Cathay 
and the Empire in order to find these hidden 
cities, and never returned. I believe these 
stories of great cities to be ridiculous, for the 
Hung pride themselves on their independ- 
ent, wandering lifestyle that they believe 
makes them superior to all sedentary races. 
If such stories have any basis in fact, as well 
they might not, then it is from the lavish 
encampments of their largest tribes. There 
the spoils of their raiding such as silk 

and gold and carpets are displayed 

with such garish opulence that 
they could be considered travel- 
ling palaces. 


Despite these displays of bor- J 
rowed civilisation, they know 
nothing of the more sophisticated 
ways of life. They do not even 
know how to build a bridge 
across a river, rather 
they prefer to pile their 
possessions on top of 
their horses and swim 
them across, holding 
onto their tails. 


They live still at the level of the hunter- 
gatherers, like our distant ancestors. Indeed, 
the hunt forms a major part of the Hung 
existence. At the lowest level it provides 
them their food and sustenance in the form 
of game, at its highest it is a challenge to 
their champions and heroes to venture north 
into the desolate mountains and hillsides of 
the wastelands, and there prove their worth 
to their gods by bringing down fierce mutat- 
ed creatures and ferocious spawn. They train 
animals in this as well, their hunting dogs 
are so bestial and bloodthirsty that they even 


























follow their masters into battle, and some 
tribes also train warbirds such as eagles and 
hawks. 


Their mounts are ponies, short and stocky 
with a dense coat that allow them to endure 
the wasteland winter. Despite their size they 
are capable of travelling great distances, 
sometimes as much as one hundred leagues 
in three days. Their ponies graze as they 
travel, rooting beneath the snow for mosses 
and grass. The Hung have been known to 
feed their ponies flesh to promote their fight- 
ing spirit, giving them a bitter and truculent 
temper, much like their riders. 


The Hung themselves have no pride in 
what they consume, for they will eat game 
and fish when times are good, but when 
times are hard they have no compunction in 
digging for roots from the ground or in snar- 
ing rats and other rodents for meat. Stories 
tell of them even ingesting lice, the after- 
birth of a mare’s foaling, human flesh and of 
sucking the blood from their own horses 
when no other source of sustenance could be 
found. 


This abhorrent behaviour is compounded 
by the filthy conditions in which they live, 
for they refuse to wash their bodies or their 


clothes or bury their refuse, for they believe | 


it will anger their gods. Both men and 
women do mutilate themselves in order that 
they may present a more fearsome, or love- 
ly, visage. 


The Steppe is hardly more hospitable than 
the desert that borders it. In the winter it 
freezes and in the summer it bakes, and no 
matter what the season, mountain and 
steppe alike are swept by winds so strong it 
was said that they could nearly blow a rider 
off his horse. Year round storms lash the 
thin earth as the gods vent their ruthlessness 
upon the blasted ground. Truly, this land 
and all that come from it are damned. 


As all the other tribes, the country that 
surrounds them forms the Hung’s percep- 
tion of their deceitful gods. Rather than 
ascribing them animal totems or bastardised 
personas, their bare land impresses upon 
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them the base worship of the elements. Thus 
they praise the God of Blood and War 
through devastating lightning and fire, 
while the Lord of Decay is reverenced 
through murky earth and so on. Thus they 
have little need for shrines or temples, 
though they still construct monoliths to hon- 
our the dead, and invoke their blasphemy 
through ruinous icons that they carry. They 
keep these icons within their tents and they 
pay their austere worship during meals by 
rubbing meat and broth over their mouths 
in a hideous feeding ritual. 


Priests and shamans hold positions of 
great influence among them. They claim to 
be able to commune with the gods and relay 
their messages to their leaders, as well as 
seeing into the world of the dead, where 
according to them the lives of the Hung are 
very similar to that in this world. 


The ultimate belief of all Hung is that they 
have been sent to conquer the world for 
their dark masters, and they fight as though 
victory and domination is their birthright. 


Here is an excerpt from an introduction to 
the history of the Druchii by Furion of Clar 
Karond that demonstrates this point: 


“When our ancestors first made fall into 
our land of exile, they found it nigh desert- 
ed. A few pitiful natives had since inhabited 
the land after the Witch King had cleared 
them last, less than a hundred years before, 
but they were little challenge for our majes- 
tic dark riders and potent sorceries. We had 
arrived in the summer, though we could 
scarce recognise it in the frozen tundra of the 
land we named Naggaroth. Our first few 
months were easy as we quickly spread 
inland, founding settlement after settlement, 
wielding our magic to carve towers and 
altars, free to worship in this hard country of 
promise. We also built defensive traps along 
the coasts and to the south, ready for the 
pursuit by the false Phoenix King and his 
minions. 


“As the first winter drew in, we began to 
suffer. Our buildings, designed in the man- 
ner fit for the balmy climes of Ulthuan, did 
nothing to protect us from the biting winds 
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and chilling temperatures that we now 
faced. We had not yet learnt the means to 
subsist here, food and resources were limit- 
ed and the Black Arks became trapped as 
their safe harbours froze over. For our noble 
Witch King, it promised to be an ignoble end 
to his glorious liberation. And then, as 
though to complete our misery, the Hung 
returned. 


"The Hung had travelled from far in the 
north, petty hunters following their prey 
down into their winter fields. They were 
feral savages on stunted ponies, and there 
was a horde of them. Thus, in the first 
encounters, our mighty people, beaten, hun- 
gry and spread far across the land, were iso- 
lated and forced from their homes by this 
irascible barbarian host. Those who stood 
steadfast and defended what was theirs 
were slain and dismembered, some were 
even eaten; such was the bestial nature of 
our foe. Even our fine soldiers, on those few 
occasions when we brought them to fight in 
battle, fared badly. Our warsteeds slipped 
and froze out in the broken, icy terrain, our 
guard was outflanked and surrounded in 
the narrow valleys, and the land, which 
seemed to despise us as much as the Hung, 
provided nothing to forage, while its harsh, 
splintered wood proved useless to replace 
our elegant bows or sure arrows. 


“With no way to replace our forces, and 
precious few reserves to call upon, we 
retreated before the roving Hung bands, 
whose pursuit slowed as they pillaged and 
burnt the abandoned settlements and 
gorged on the fine food and wine that had 
been left behind. Thus it was that our fledg- 
ing empire stood upon the brink of destruc- 
tion by this pack of low savages, as all was 
laid waste except the Black Arks, and the 
seat of the Witch King himself, that ark 


which had been beached and around which | 


the majestic city of Naggarond that had 
already begun to form. The Black Arks were 
frozen in place, but they were still formida- 
ble fortresses, far greater than these coward- 
ly mongrel packs would have ever beheld. 
Nevertheless, they were too small to sustain 
themselves through an extended siege, and 
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their supplies had been depleted in their 


long voyage and the doomed expansion 


inland. But there was no choice, they had to 
be defended. 


“Beyond our walls the Hung massed. 
Band after band of them gathered until it 
seemed the coasts and cliffs were alive with 
them. For an entire day they stood there on 
their foul shrunken horses regarding us 
through their tiny eyes, and I felt the fate of 
our tiny nation in the balance. And then for 
no apparent reason they turned and depart- 
ed. 


“Some of us say that our defences were too 
impressive, too formidable for them to wish 
to throw themselves against, others say that 
they considered we would never survive on 
these shores and that they might as well let 
the land accomplish their task for them. I 
believe neither explanation, I believe in 
Malekith and praise him for whatever he 
must have done to secure our survival. 


“The year after, they returned again, but 
this time we met them with crossbows and 
war engines and beasts that we tamed from 
the forests and magicks we conjured from 
the air. We fought and we repelled them, 
enslaving those we could as prisoners to 
ever quicken our development and domina- 
tion over this world. The 
next year, and the year 
after and many years 
since then have we 
tested and broken 
these degenerate 
barbarians, even 
as they devised 
new methods by 
which to conquer. 
The tone for our 
history with them 
was thus set as one 
of constant competi- ; 
tion, occasioned by d Em 
infrequent alliances and Us 
more frequent betrayal and 
deceit, which will continue 
until we can finally eradicate 
them from our borders and from 


ae 


our heartlands.” 
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Warriors of Khorne 


BEING AN EXAMINATION OF THOSE MARAUDERS WHO CAST ASIDE 
EVERYTHING IN THEIR QUEST FOR POWER. DETAILING THE WAYS IN WHICH 
THEY STRIVE TO ATTAIN THE FAVOUR OF THE BLOOD GOD. 


“No man can be judged until 
he stands alone before his god.” 


Alaric, High Theogonist of Sigmar 


۱ IRTUALLY EVERY MAN of the 

marauder tribes is a warrior, trained to 
fight and capable of taking his place in the 
battle line. However, there are those in 
every tribe who display a natural aptitude 
in the talents of death, those who set their 
sights beyond a faceless life among their 
kith and kin, those who have some inkling 
of the material power that more direct 
servitude to their ruinous gods may pro- 
vide. For those with such damned ambi- 
tion, there is an alternative. They may leave 
their tribes and their homes, either in 
groups or alone, and seek to perform acts of 





cruelty and malice of such awesome degra- 
dation that they may for the briefest 
moment attract the attention of their god. 


The life of a warrior of Chaos is the life 
for a true follower of Chaos; discarding all 


| mortal concerns to exist solely in the service 


of their Power. 


A warrior's departure from a tribe is a 
moment of great adventure, and every tribe 
has its own rituals and ceremonies to conse- 
crate the new warrior, as well as tests to 
ensure his worth. With him, he will take the 
arms and armour of his tribe, so that ini- 
tially these warriors appear no different 
from other marauders. With the favour of 
the gods, however, unearthly armour and 
weapons of dark design and hideous poten- 
cy will soon replace these mortal arms. 


If they wish to survive long, divorced 
from the protection and security of their 
tribe, then all but the most independent will 
join the retinue of a successful champion. 
Indeed, when the tribe encounters such 
warbands, it may provide the spur to its 
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youths to consider whether they too might 
wish to walk the damnable path. By joining 
such a band, these young warriors hope 
thereby to gain prestige and fame. This is in 
order that they may one day inherit the 
band when the champion meets his ulti- 
mate fate, or be able to draw enough fol- 
lowers to themselves that they may create 
their own. It is well known that only by 
becoming the master of his own destiny 
may a warrior even come to the notice of his 
god. 


Once a member of such a band, a warrior 
may not always remain so. He may feel the 














Warriors of Khorne 


were silk, allowing them to fight without 
encumbrance while their infernal plate 
shatters the blades and weapons struck 
against them. 


And yet for all their confident, formidable 
nature, there is nevertheless some air of des- 
peration about them. The longer they 
remain in their champion’s service the less- 
er then their chance of ever stepping for- 
ward themselves onto the true road to 
power that lies so hauntingly close. 


One must gain the Powers’ attention 
quickly in such an existence before the dan- 








































gers of Chaos take their toll. 
call of his gods pulling him in another direc- ; 
tion, or the champion may feel his position 
too threatened and expel him, or the war- 
band itself may be defeated and the warrior 
fall captive, or die. 


To be taken prisoner by another champion 
is not necessarily an end to a warrior's path. 
Unlike the greater tribal loyalties, a war- 
rior's fealty to his warband is far more mal- 
leable. Should they be vanquished by anoth- 
er warband then it is proof that the winner's 
god or the champion they honour is more 
worthy than the one who was bested. 
Warriors show little compunction against 
trading allegiances unless their captors are 
blood-enemies or follow a Power that is 
detested by their own. And if the warrior 
fought well, and was overwhelmed by num- 
bers rather than by skill, then the new 
champion may well accept his fealty. Thus 
in this way the ranks of successful champi- | 
ons may swell with those of his former foes 
as well as his allies. 


When a host forms for a great battle, the 
warrior may stay with their warband or 
seek out others of his own kind and form 
attachments with them, hoping to achieve 
greater deeds with their strength of arms 
combined, and thereby attract the attention 
of their masters. These are fearsome regi- 
ments, bristling with all manner of grim 
totems and weapons wielded by massive 
men, long schooled in their deadly use. They 
wear huge spiked armour as easily as if it 
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BEING AN EXAMINATION OF THOSE MARAUDERS WHO CAST ASIDE 
EVERYTHING IN THEIR QUEST FOR POWER. DETAILING THE WAYS IN WHICH 
THEY STRIVE TO ATTAIN THE FAVOUR OF THE BLOOD GOD. 


F OR ALL THEIR single-minded purpose, 
J the origins of the Champions of Khorne 
can be just as varied as of any other races’ 
heroes. Many of them rise from the ranks of 
the Kurgans, as the simple, directed lifestyle 
of a Khorne worshipper appeals to those 
bred in a culture already dependant upon 
constant movement, violence and blood sac- 
rifice. My own experience showed that the 
- Norscans are less well represented, and of 
those, most hail from tribes in the northern 
and eastern extremes of the land where the 
people are less civilised and their lives be an 
everyday struggle against the harshest ele- 
ments of nature. What they lack in numbers 
however, they make up for in ferocity. The 
blood-crazed beserkers of the 
Norscans are fearsome oppo- 
nents indeed and many 
have been undone by 
their hand. The Hung 
have also devotees to the 
Blood God, but due to the 
۱ 1C limits of my travels I encoun- 
«NS D tered few of them. 
MU aut RU 
۲ ut bloody Khorne, as with 
| all the Lords of Chaos, is not 
_ limited to these followers only. 
^ His grasp can reach for the heart 
of every soldier, every warrior, 
every life taker. He is the god of war and 
blood and violence, and all that fight in some 
way subscribes to his religion. When a noble 
knight of Bretonnia or a righteous Templar 
of the Empire falls to his worship it is 
because he forgets why he kills. To change 
from killing for the common good to killing 
only because he wants to, because the act 
pleases him, is when a righteous man has fal- 
tered from his path. These are the champi- 
ons that Khorne embraces, never to release. 
These are the champions, the converts, that 
Khorne and every Chaos God particularly 
savours. They do not come to the worship of 
Chaos merely because that is what is done, 
or what is accepted. They have rebelled 
against the grain, they have proved strong 













and brutal enough to survive the wrath of 
their allies. They have killed, and enjoyed 
killing, when courted their masters' disap- 
proval. And they have survived; survived 
the wrath of their allies, survived the blood- 
soaked path to the shadowlands of their 
gods. They have purpose and ambition, they 
have a thirst that needs sating and they are 
strong enough to have gone to extraordinary 
means to satisfy it. 


Khornate Champions are varied in their 
appearance but most share certain qualities, 
if that is the right word. To gain favour in 
their deity's eves they must first prove them- 
selves on the field of battle, and a heavy tithe 
of skulls must have been laid at his alter. 
Thus, these men are usually possessed of 
great strength and courage. But this courage 
is born not from the grace of the soul, but 
from an unwholesome blood lust, and a fer- 
vent desire to appease their hungry god. 
These craven knights adorn their armour 


| and wargear with trophies and gruesome 


objects won on the battlefield. The plate 
they wear is wrought in such a fashion as to 
lend their wearer a brutal aspect, and inspire 
fear in all who behold him. As for weapons, 
their armoury is almost infinite in its variety, 
but great swords 
and cudgels are 
favoured. To these 
war-dogs are not 
known the subtle 
art of wars. They 
use tools to spill blood 
and split bone. It is 
with fear and brutal- 
ity that Khorne wins 
the field. 


Fallen Knights from 
Bretonnia, deconsecrated Templars from the 
Empire, savage mercenaries from Tilea, 
cruel bandits of the Border Princes, rene- 
gades of the Druchii, crazed dwarfs from 
beyond the Great Skull Land, these all 
answer the war shriek and stand together in 
the Khornate battleline. 














Champions of Khorne 


There is no one way for a mortal to become 
a chosen slave to his god. The northern 
tribes have a tradition: those who wish such 
a fate to befall them leave their tribes and 
collect around them a retinue of followers, 
then march wherever they might have a 
chance to catch the notice of the Powers. 
Many consider, especially those of the Blood 
God, that this may best be done by killing in 
their god's name. They therefore seek out 
grand battles in which to increase their tally. 
some consider that they must make some 
discovery, that some fragment of arcane lore 
holds the key to their ascension. Most con- 
sider that they must journey to their mas- 
ter's very domains in the north in order to 
gain his blessing and trek through the 
haunted wastes that surround them in order 
to reach those glades. Who can say what is 


correct? Who can tell on what criteria these | 


corrupted beings use when considering who 
should serve them for eternity? 


They are fickle and capricious entities, 
above caring for anything in this world 
except the larger game they play, and they 
would certainly never be limited to anything 
of their fancy. Thus they have bestowed 
their infernal blessing upon the chieftains of 
marauder tribes who have never cared 
whether they should catch the eye of god or 
not. They have raised generals as a bargain 
in return for them bringing across their 
armies to fight for their cause. They have 
rewarded demonologists and sorcerers who 
have given them a moment's entertainment, 
while ignoring champions who bear their 
name and beg for recognition. 


The very nature of the chaotic is anarchy 
and disorder. How ludicrous does it sound 
to claim that there is a process by which a 
warrior may try and earn the discernment of 
such a Power? Nevertheless, men and other 
races of all types do follow this same path 
year after year. And why should they not? 


For in the countless who die or go mad in | 


the attempt, there are those precious few 
who are, for whatever reason, chosen for 
daemonic immortality. 


Warbands chart their own course separate 
from all others. They will travel wherever 


the champion leads, whether it be with a 


| specific destination in mind, or on the whim 


of his gods. As smaller groups they may 
travel far further than whole clans of 
marauders and so can be found deep within 
the woods of the Empire, within the Grey 
Mountains or countless other wild places 
that do infest our borders, as well as out in 
the northern wastelands, steppe and 
untamed wilderness. 


It is a common belief among them that 
they must first gain glory and honour for 
their gods before they venture northwards 
and attempt to stand and be judged. Such a 
belief is more practical than anything else, 
for only a battle-hardened and experienced 
party would ever survive long amongst the 
monsters and daemons of the northern 
wastes. 


Many of these warbands do seek such 
experience in the forests and wilds of the 
established nations of the Old World or 
Eastern lands, where life is soft and food is 
plentiful and easily had from cowardly 
peasantfolk. These places have far greater 
abundance of victims and of dark shrines 
than the harsher lands beyond the World's 


| Edge Mountains. Once in our lands, if they 


are tribesmen from the North, they may 
instinctively fall back upon their old ways 
as raiders or perhaps become involved with 
the insurrectionist schemes of the cults of 
the cities. These rebellious ambitions are of 
no great interest to the champions, only 
what they gain, either materially in some 
trade of services or information, or on a 
grander scale in the eyes of their god. Old 
World renegades normally have some dark 
ambition in returning to wreck destruction 
upon their homelands, often for reasons of a 
personal nature. 


Others, especially the Blood God's chosen, 
baulk at such easy living, and intentionally 


seek out the hardest modes of life and the 


most fearsome opponents to do battle with, 
and thereby show their worthiness to join 
their gods' eternal legions. They will travel 
the Dark Lands and the Skull Lands and the 
mountains of the Steppe which are full of 
hardened men and other races, who pose a 
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Champions of Khorne 


“proper challenge but at the same time are 
easily swayed to join the band of a warrior 
whose star is in the ascendance. 


. Should a great horde begin to build, then 


RN 


u! 


champions will flock to it, for its driving, 


5 sènse of purpose if nothing else. Reasonably 
> they. assume that such a concentration of 
“devotees must surely draw the attention, of 
the beings they praise. Within such a horde, 
and especially at time of incursion, champi- 
ons feel thei f feats and deeds'are worth ten- 
fold what theyswould | be on other occasions, 
(and so they collectively drive one another to 
grander and grander acts 9f bloody worship 
and Wesgeratior. p 
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pion who enjoys success will turn to the 
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and there make what is sean as their epic 
journey to the ‘gates of obli N 
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gn. Once they 
































N^ begin, their progression is reft@shed with a 
n new dedication. In,their eyes, he j journey 
nort 1 takes on the aspect most simi 
۳ ~ Brétoe ian’s Grail Quest. They belteve 
۳1 | _they ar art (under the direct regard of n hir 
JI" | god and eve M obstacle Or opportunity ` 
' which i is placed n their path is done so by 
| him as part of} Qu timate purpsse 1 
P 7 / Their fate and dest ۱ 
1. . their own. | yh چ‎ 
Their trek takes 
them ever closer to` 
the centre of >the 
wastes, where there ji is M 
; constant | Warfare. 
"7. between {he ser- 
| vants of the. 
_ eH ٦ 
S 9 „Lords, 
4 where 
| vr} bizarre 
i realms 
and 
macabre 


E . greater, Chaos that pula! its seb 
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fiefdoms of the 
forever damned exist 

and- „where the laws of 
nature are nothing. against the 


For now, I fear to) venture any closer in my 
studies to this place! But I know I must 
return for this task to be completed. 


^ AM I. will say for now is that the only out- 


Comes, for a champion ‚who enters there i is to 
-rise to daemonhood,, -to fall to in 
death or to be judged. too useful a mortal 


ity Or 


pawn to be discardéd.and kept for some 
indecipherable reason until their god judges 
theirs unose cpa ۳ T 


He. sits atop a uon of blood, e 
From which,a river flows, apa 
Its tributaries are pain’and want, 
And from its mouth spews death. 


(Anon) 
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Rewards for tbe Damned 


BEING A BRIEF STUDY OF THE MYRIAD FORMS OF CORRUPTION VISITED UPON 
THE FOLLOWERS OF KHORNE. DETAILING THE HIDEOUS WEAPONS AND FOUL 
FORMS THAT THE BLOOD GOD BESTOWS UPON THE FAVOURED. 


I N THE WASTELANDS of the North For the chosen of Khorne there is but one 
there is but one currency of value: the | goal: to gather skulls. As they do this 
favours of the Ruinous Powers. Devoted fol- | Khorne’s blessings imbue them further and 
lowers festoon themselves with symbols and | further with the skills and talismans by 
markers of their unholy fealty in hopes of | which they may add to his tally, no matter 
attracting their lord’s gaze, and they bare | what the price to their wits, or minds or 


N souls. 
| 


their corruptions as proof 
of favour already 
given. 


These physical 
deviances, which 
would force men 
into the most desper- 
ate of concealments 
within our clean borders, 
are displayed there openly, brazenly. 
The warping tendrils of Chaos touch all 
life, but it is the chosen of the Dark 
Powers upon whom the greatest 
blessings are lavished. 


Such blessings may take the 
form of crippling encum- 
brances as easily as they may ۰ 
mighty boons. Yet their followers 
take equal delight in them, what- 
ever they are, for their once human 
drives are extinguished by their 
devotion to their masters. 


8 
ri 


I 
نے‎ 
— 
= 
55 

6 
e 

S‏ ا 

eh 
ہے‎ 

s 
uo 

FK 
نے‎ 
= 
= 
Qu 

چم 





GIFTS OF ARMS 
(Daemon Weapons ) 


As a god of warfare and violent death, the 
first gifts a devotee of Khorne may receive 
are arms and armour with which he may do 
his master’s bidding. These can range from 
protection in the form of the unearthly plate 
known as Chaos Armour, or the Collars of 
Khorne like those worn by his Fleshhounds, 
to potent weapons of arcane and mystic ori- 
gins. 


These cursed weapons have powers of 
many kinds, of which I detail in forthcom- 
ing pages. The most common sorts are 
defiled creations, which forever mar and 
taint those that wield them. 


The most favoured among the devout may 
bear a weapon containing the essence of a 
daemon of the Blood God. Such items are 
scarce and highly prized amongst his cham- 
pions because of the devastation they can 
wreak. They ignore the reality that each 
time they place their hand upon its hilt they 
lock wills with a capricious enemy with the 
evil intelligence of ages, which may not best 
appreciate its imprisonment. 


As part of his gift these, or any form of 
weapon, may be bound and fused with the 
flesh of the champion so that where their 
hand or arm once was, their body merely 
flows straight into the blade. Many recipi- 
ents of this gift enjoy such disfigurement for 
it declares to all their dedication to the war- 
rior path. 


Finally, there are such arms the Blood 
Lord may grant that are bevond all mortal 
comprehension; arcane and mysterious 
weapons of great power that do fire as a 
crossbow, balls of fire or solid beams of light 
that char and vaporise whatever they strike. 


GIFTS OF BEASTS eb علا‎ 
(Servants & Creatures) | 

To aid his chosen, the Blood God may grant 
them servants and creatures to aid their 


Rewards for the Damned 


fight, such as the Bloodsteeds of his cavalry 
or the twisted warhounds that are kept by 
the tribes of the Shadowlanders. Most val- 
ued of all are the daemon-beasts of Khorne’s 
own packs: the Juggernauts and 


` Fleshhounds and Bloodbeasts. 


Khorne cares not to give his chosen innate 
mastery over these creatures, for if they are 
not worthy to tame and break the beasts 
themselves they are not worthy to call them- 
selves his chosen. For those that fail in this 
task, the Blood God will allow his ‘gift’ to 
tear their bodies apart and break their bones 


to marrow. 


The natural forms of the mortal frames of 
the chosen of Khorne will always be per- 
verted and twisted by the warping forces 
that rise through them. Some of this physi- 
cal corruption will be of the sort that we 
may find in any deformed infant in our 
lands, but some will have special signifi- 
cance to those who worship the Skull 
Throne. 


GIFTS OF FLESH 
(Mutations ) 





Thus these gifts of flesh may be given to 
bring them closer to the image of Khorne 
and his daemons. Such grants are as 
strength, where the muscles of his chosen 
will bulge and swell in a most unnatural 
fashion, or they gain a capacity to heal deep 
cuts and even those wounds that should be 
mortal. Their skin will turn black or red or 
brass, the colours of their master, and their 
eyes become dead and white as his daemons. 
Their very faces may become the likeness of 
Khorne’s own, or that of a Bloodthirster, 
Bloodletter, Fleshhound or Juggernaut. 


The Blood Lord may brand his rune into 
their forehead, claiming them for all to see 
as his chosen, or convert their hand so that 
it turns into a bloody, clawed replica of his 
own. 


Their mouths may leak poison in the man- 
ner of the Fleshhounds and Bloodletters, or 
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they may be granted the most disfiguring 
boon of this sort and have their bodies 
shaped to become a hybrid breed with his 


daemon spawn. 
are 


GIFTS OF WILL 
( Perversions of the Spirit) 
Who knows whether these be some special 


blessing of the Powers or merely the nature 
of the men who live and die in their service, 


5 5 ~ | 
their inner essence allowed release from the 


bounds of man’s society? While it will 
always be the deranged and insane who are 
drawn to the Powers, can it be doubted that 
they become more so with the attention of 
the gods upon them? 


So with these “gifts” of Khorne they do 
move ever closer to the mental state of mar- 
tial perfection in their misshapen minds. 
While they gain in skill with the sword and 
axe and bow, when 
battle is in the offing 
they lose all rational 
thought and reason 
and wish only to 
close with 


























foe and tear at them with whatever comes to 
hand. They become able to ignore wound 
and injury to the point of death in order to 
continue the fight. They become a fearsome 


| opponent in battle but that is all they are. 


Away from the field, without the stench of 
combat to fill their nostrils thev become 
empty shells of men, as though their soul 
had already been taken. 


GIFTS OF TITLE 


(Daemonic Name) 





Finally, and most coveted of all, the Blood 
Lord may inscribe across their souls their 
true name as a daemon, with which he 
shows his highest opinion that the recipient 
may one day join the ranks of his immortal 
daemons, as is the wish of every one of his 
chosen. 


Some trumpet this boon to all that would 
hear it, while others conceal it, for fear that 
knowledge of his true name will grant oth- _ 
ers power over him. 
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Che Armoury of Chaos 


BEING A CLOSE SCRUTINY OF VARIOUS FAMOUS AND INFAMOUS WEAPONS OF 
POTENT CHAOTIC SUBSTANCE. INCLUDING SEVERAL PAGES TAKEN FROM THE 
HERETICAL WORK: ‘TOOLS OF THE APOSTATE’ BY MARNIUS GAIUS. 


S AY THE NAMES of “Archaon”, "Kharan", 
“Gorthor” or “Valnir” to men of the Old 
World and they will tremble and bless them- 
selves, for all men know of the ravages and 
destruction brought by these terrible champi- 
ons of darkness. Say the names “Slayer of 
Kings”, “Knightsbane” or “Gatherer of Souls” 
and you will most likely be met by ignorance 
from all but the dustiest scholar. To the men of 
the north, however, these dire names will be 
instantly known as the weapons those same 


fell champions wielded. Among the Northern 
Tribes the arms of a great warrior are second 
in fame only to the warrior himself. 


In such a place, imbued as it is with dark 
magic, there are many more enchanted 
weapons than would be found in the Empire 
or Bretonnia. Chaos saturates the land and 
everything in it. Swords are made from iron 
mined from the tainted earth, and once forged 
are cooled in water that has flowed through 
the same cursed ground. Even the blacksmith 
himself may bear some mark of Chaos, or 
temper steel with a third arm. From my expe- 
rience almost all the weapons created in the 
shadowlands have something of the other 
realm about them; just as all life does, though 
this is more in its essence than in anything dis- 
tinguishable to the eye. From my time with 


the Norscans I have concluded that they have | 


but two talents to share with the world: the 
creation of cogent arms and armour, and of 
men more that willing to use them. Even 
Ruthvengen could turn out crude tempered 
plate that could turn a blade aside as easily as 
the finest Bretonnian alloy. And he claimed his 
skills were as nothing against what he had 
seen of the daemon-armour beaten out on the 
very borders of the other realm. 


The magic weapons of Chaos champions are 
quite different. There is nothing haphazard or 
innocuous about their enchantment. Raw 
materials are carefully chosen, particular tools 
may need to be assembled, or if unique, even 
created from scratch. There are often rites and 
rituals to be performed during the casting 
process, the fire may need to be fed by a par- 
ticular fuel, and often the blade will be cooled 
in something quite other than brackish water. 
Such efforts require such knowledge and 
resources as to be beyond the capabilities of 
most tribe weaponsmiths. Indeed, all but the 
greatest of them avoid such practices, believ- 
ing them to to be matter s for none but the 
gods themselves. Ruthvengen certainly 
believed that in forging such a blade he would 
invest it with a portion of his spirit. I would 
have dismissed this as mere superstition if I 
did not already know that he had tried to 
make such a thing, a sword imbued with 
darkness with a pommel carved from a warp- 
stone fragment. It had been a grand adven- 
ture of youthful arrogance, and one from 
which he was fortunate to have emerged, 
bodily at least, intact. He hides it still, too 
fearful to wield it, destroy it or dispose of it. 
The blade, as far as I can tell, bears him no ill 
will and is merely waiting for something. 


Champions are awarded such special 
weapons as a sign of favour from the gods, 
though the presentation is rarely direct. In 
the Saga of Werner Flamefist, Werner found 
the Wind Sword while being led through the 
Cold Caverns by a cockatrice. He took this as 
a sign of favour from Tzeentch. In territory 
such as the Chaos Wastes, which is near 
deserted aside from marauding warbands, it 
would be equally likely that he discovered the 
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sith raine : 
rained many mighty loras upon ü, and yet no mark did shox 


upon the blade. F was thrust into the heart of the furnace and when if | 
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sword by chance. Nevertheless, the endless This cycle notwithstanding, weapons like 
cycle of combat and death doubtless leads to | these are rare, and many champions will live 
these potent weapons being passed on from | and die having never wielded such a blade. 
champion to champion. Move 52 doubtless | Over the following pages I include just a few 
created in the daemonic foundries of the of the huge variety of these Chaos weapons 
other realm, others in even more bizarre cir- | that I have encountered. The most powerful 
CHOSES Perhaps even an ordinary blade, | plades, those known as daemon weapons, 
if used in slaughter by a powerful follower Of require distinct consideration, and so I leave 
Chaos for long enough, begins to acquire a | them for my future discussions on the unholy 
modicum of power? topic of daemons. 













A far-travellng Tzeentehian champion from the Hung p> =u, 
| passed on their legend of Hastyr, the Pring fi word. A » 3 i v» 2 : 1 | F | 
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stands alone amongst this antholigy, fer if is the only tale 
| | volere il was not the man who wielded the 706907 but the 


(o feeapon that wielded the man. Js fall history runs over centuries, and 
is far too lengthy to be reproduced here. But in summary it was 
|| disewered by warriors of the Fling in a cavern sanctified 1 
|| an معارب‎ god. Though obviously a dark weapon of great 
| power the warriors kept it a secret amongst themselves, and 
instead built a conspiracy amongst the tribesmen to oust the 
| وا‎ This they did, but on acquiring power their leader 
declared his comrades traitors and outcasts and executed them 
personaly ath مت‎ Hastyr was made the نے‎ 
| E dd”, a socapon that represented leadership of this dan of th 
fang, and which was therefore carried by each and every successive 
hicfiain and as each chief cut his aun flesh with the sword, Hlastyr 
7 E soul. 2 them, it controlled the clan 
vA Er using them for its aon mysterious s purposes before 
2 beir poo by the hero named Ana-mung, who discovered 
E his elder brother had become chieftain Ana- 
3 sealed the truth and kiled his brother, and seas estracsed 


an he he left, Hastyr cast off ts mortal agents and, i y = ; 
rm یں‎ EA É ^ | 1 7 i 
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The Boc iş a near- mythical eapon among the و‎ 7 tel of an ancient tribe whose diam. 
E the ed th 

| سس‎ t ad (poor to conquer all tribes ۸۰ل‎ In return he offer 7 e souks of his 

| tribesmen upon his E JR god granted him this ‚power and his dominion stretched across half the world. 
| As however, was even mòre ambitious . In a bid to outdo his father he plotted to bring the very realm of the 
| gods under their contr NG P P hor a Sorcerer scho defied the gods rules and denied them their tribute of 
| souls. This intrigued the ug Narrior and so he took his men to the sorcerer s citadel of lere and laid siege 
(do the place her foe yer era) ) day, the citadel finaly fell and the sorcerer was brought before the | 
chieftain’ $ son as a prisoner Heben لدبا تل‎ his knowledge of ¢ darkest rites for his freedom, and instructed the | ۱ 
| chieftain’ s son in the rites to fo farge à 4 Ken capable of i banishine any servant of the gods from this earth. 


The chieftain s son tricked the sorcerer Vaid sb him, making a spearhead over a fire of the sorcerer’ ۶ bones 
[yar then guiar rn fs blood. | 1 
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P ^ T test the weapon, he had his shamans summon a daemon and, schen 7 appeared, he thrust the 
ar into the daemon’ s bp. N up led and was banished just as the serrer had promised 
mr ri en eke and make preparations to wage war against the 
es, only to discover mi. d toas wo longer there JE had contrived to seal an alliance with 

“i he may BE raised to the sh and rag stil as a daemone pric, thereby |‏ و 


a the pact he had mado. Te son was dlgh و‎ © could nero take his 
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Shar s Praken- killer 
Skar was a reaver from the teer of Bhoard He was on board a longship returning 0 home affer a | | 
summer s$ campaigning when they were beset by ‚a fearful monster from the | 

bottom the fea of ( Claros , driven to the coastal force by some ی‎ 


unknown terror in the deeps „har was dragged from the boat and 


| doron into the depths Jt struggled and fought against the tentacle 


crushing the he from him while around Hir the longship began to sink 


| and the monster ate as fl of Norscan flesh. Fh offerts were to no 
۱ anat and, with his lanes burning, he woas finaly dragged towards 
the creature’ s rapacious mar. In his dying moments. his flailing 
hand caught held of something solid. Jle gripped it and at that 
ecl pH his lunes expand again pith fresh air. In his hand 
Bs | roar ord that had ts blade embedded in the bran of the sea 
Tm |), 2 pster. Jmvigorated, Phar drove the blade further into the 
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75 1 yy s skull and then piled it out and kicked away and into 


Si a 


/ di L ocean. Shar ended up on the stone beaches s of hoard along 


with i he vorechage of ! his ship, bearing this same blade of scales with 


۱ | 
5 harhshi kik He was the only survivor, all the other erew 


aufm g been consumed, crushed or drowned in the frieid water, 
i l the 1 Ors peop p needed little convincing to believe that he had 
d special favour by their gods Shar fealord. „as he 
me known, travelled north, aboays stayf within a few miles 
st He foueht when he was challenged but aside from that 
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A Castle Foubarche in Auitane tell of an ancient warrior who was challenged and be اد‎ 
1 Duke Feubarche during the very establishment of / his realm. ecording to the tale, n 


| 7 returned some hundreds of years later with a sword of mist, his declared intention to 
wi 0 um realm with all those descendants of the bom (which, due to the ue 
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Yh olanjer 


A young champion kranon as Cbther bore this axe which he 
attested had been crafted from the scale of the dragon Fholarjer, 
schich he himsef had killed. JO tile carrying the weapon Urther 
made great display of horo he could fy high above the ground and | 
breathe fire as though he were a fre lizard himself. J nevertheless 
doubted his claim of besting a dragon as, when the axe went 
missing, he proved himself of litle martial abilty.. Afer its ls, [ 
he did not survive lng among the warriors of Khorne and died | 
ignorant of oho had stolen it. Fer your interest J have enclosed the 

axe, that have named Sholanjer , roith this report. 






































Yrord 
de ame. a mg fk Anbe وق‎ was pot fa arp | 


aps under the Cunt of Mddenheim sche ambushed and destroyed a 


E 1 hand tat had been systematically laying waste 70 series of hamlets in the 
VE EC Jelerman neted in his journal that the kader of the 


oii and carried a sword 3 with runes and arcane symbols پور‎ 
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Aubentag, 10th Jahrdrung, in the year 2452 


In all my years of examining the sick and infirm 
of mind, never have I encountered a patient so 
vacant, so devoid of life. His eyes hold no depth, 
though they are clear and active, he seems inca- 
pable of any sort of cerebration and spends his 
days crouched silently in his cell in the most 
abyssal of torpors. All my applied expertise in 
techniques of cranial manipulation have thus far 
failed to garner the smallest of reactions from the 
patient. Indeed, where others would be shrieking 
in pain, the acute physical sensations they afford 
seem only to rouse him slightly from his general 
malaise. After a lengthy session with the brands 
and lesion hook, he merely gazed at us, recanting 
some strange mantra, of which the meaning is a 
mystery. At the behest of Surgeon Kruger we are 
now obliged to gag the patient when he is present 
during the procedures. I believe there may be 

^— some significance in this disturbed chanting. 












Konistag, 14th Jahrdrung, in the year 2452 

It was while splinting my troublesome patient's 

fingernails this eve that I noticed the burns on the 
ا‎ Bre of his hands. Deep blackened welts are 

scorched into the fleshy part, as if he had gripped 
ıa devici e of searing hot metal and held it for some 
consid erable time. Within these ugly scars I could 
see f. ain t designs (like faces some a them, hideous 


: ER ERO 








7 i from 2 as to Bw he was inflicted vih these 

ks and what the device was that delivered 

t ^ad E. so far proved unsuccessful. The 
atien OS stubbornly unwilling, or unable, 
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| ng, in the year 2452 

P en the patient’s sister in 

d some light on bis condition, 
coil dis deteriorating iier w 

nt « jg o committal to the 


that he is a 
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and terrifying mental deterioration and subse- 
quent incarceration here. This secrecy, which 
prohibits the mention of his name even here in 
my personal journal, is at the families’ behest. 


My questions unearthed some particularly dis- 
turbing revelations as to the manner of his sud- 
den descent into madness, and in particular the 
patient's sister's belief as regards to the reason of 
his insanity. If she is to be taken at her word, it is 
not an acknowledged ailment that afflicts the 
patient, but rather some form of bewitchment. 


Being a man of science I am loath to be con- 
vinced of the stories validity. In my opinion, the 
family are concerned to cover up a genuine men- 
tal deficiency within their blood, perhaps a 
hereditary disease that the patient has fallen vic- 
tim to, with this superstitious tale of questionable 
merit. It is an understandable position to take, 
but one that will not help this poor man recover 
his lost wits. 


However, it is worth recounting what she said. 
Apparently, she found this once vigorous and sta- 
ble man convulsing on the floor, eyes rolled back 
in their sockets with his hands grasped in a grip 
like death around a black sword, that his sister 
described thus- *The ugliest and most monstrous 
thing I ever set eyes on." The day before the 
seizure, a large and heavy package had arrived for 
him. This was not unusual; his obsession with 
strange and unusual objects, particularly obscure 
weapons from the north, ensured a steady flow of 
such items to add to his collection. 


When I asked the whereabouts of the blade she 
told me she had disposed of it in the waters of the 
Reik. I wonder if this was a wise idea. I wonder 
also if it is true. However, it remains an irrele- 
vance. Although I find my interest is piqued and I 
would like to examine the item for myself, if it 
exists at all. Just to settle my curiosity. I find 
myself even toying with the idea of dragging the 
river to recover the artefact! I will sleep on't. 


Extracts from Physic Lother Drach's casebook, 
(Former Master of Altdorf Asylum). 


(Footnote- Physic Drach ended his days in the 


| ۔‎ bedlam ward of his own asylum, after chewing off 


igue and, curiously, paring the skin 
ns with a gutting knife.) 
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j- ۶ , part- hated 2000 6 the Phvengenite clan, the death warrl ۱ known 


lion 7 the Lewd supposedly dly carries a blade that traps its victims into 070 
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V kitterdril 
In the final batile Before the ascension 1 of erner 


Hamefist „his pet cockatrice , Skitter, fell. 
Werner s successor used the remains ; of f hitter in 
a new weapon, forging the blade from the | 
cockatrice $ warped : solidified tail, and setting its 
skull in the pommel. Those who fell victim to this | 
sword were petrified as though they had faced the | 


cockatrice itself. 
7 VOY 


Janz Grunfeld was an Imperia | officer during 
the Chaos Ineursion of . 2302 and he left this 


Lo rna 224 his experiences. “Before us stood a dark warrior 
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cas ed in armour that writhed and twisted before our eyes. Even 


pn^ our spear shafts into the ground , he brought our gaze 
as his hand moved to a sword concealed at his hi ip. „He 
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E with ¢ a fluid sweep and brought it up above his head where, 


1 D. 17 55 the blade itself ignited and burst into flame. 
nt ie leaped to my | mut that our mages had called 
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T saw this weapon first in the keeping of ed Hand | 
 Jülchis but have since seen swords, of i a similar type in | 
the possession of at least three other warrtors and | 
read descriptions f more (such as the Pnarling Hand | | 
L4 Fak Koomriver). Rolchis, a lone, Jhornate 
Champion acquired it deep in the eastern skull lands 
whilst carving his way through a tribe ۵ dark-skinned | 

ores. Ji appears as a normal sword except, instead of 

a razor edge, a line of jagged teeth run down one 

side. Ja the wielder’ s command, the teeth race down 
the blade, ripping apart armour and flesh as easily as | 
_ of they were parchment. She beast-hilt howls while it | 
does so and whines if. ft unsated. 


Unsurprisingly YA have found this type of 
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it suits their violent and noisy 





disposition. Even the weapon itself 
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Miinotaur 's و‎ ane 


A patrol of Druchii horsemen prom Har Ganeth 
annihilated a warband guarding an infernal forge. 
There they discovered an anvil made of , minotaur 
skulls, and a axe cooling in a pool of blood. When 
he tested the blade, the captain of the patrol was 
ripped by the grisly desire to tear the flesh from | 
the recently dead and wolf it down. His men fled | 
, from his appetite and only returned when he had 
sated himself and fallen asleep. Belteving him 
possessed, they slew their captain and destroyed 
the forge yet in that mad way of the Druchii the 


second claimed the evil weapon as prize and 








returned with it to Mar Ganeth fo present it to his 
lord. 
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Cursed Artefacts 


BEING A THOROUGH EXAMINATION OF THE MULTIFARIOUS ARTEFACTS THAT 
ARE WIELDED, WORN OR USED BY THE MOST ESTEEMED FOLLOWERS OF 
THE BLOOD GOD. 


CHAOS ARMOUR 


Though almost all the followers of Chaos wear 
armour of some kind, often bearing the warped 
sigils and marks of their devotion, the plate 
known as Chaos Armour is of a very different ilk. 
It is made of a strangely worked and unnatural 
metal, and represents the mark of a Power's great 
esteem. It is a favoured gift from the bloody god 
of war. 


Once granted it becomes fused with the wear- 
er's body, after which it may never be removed 
and becomes as a second skin, incorporating 
within itself all the physical corruptions and 
mutations of its wearer. 


Chaos Armour usually comprises a complete 
suit of weirdly wrought plate mail, made from 
some strange material. It may or may not include 
a full helm or shield of the same substance. It is 
rarely of some simple, honest steel or iron, but 
has a lustre all its own, reflecting in its colours the 
allegiance of the wearer. The appearance of it 
varies, melding itself to that style of the race of 
that person to which it has been granted. 
However, it could never pass as mortal plate, for 
its very nature will present itself by forming some 
dark and twisted parody, reflecting the wearer's 
inner corruption and the inestimable evil of the 
Power that granted it. 


BLOODSTONES 


Bloodstones are dark, red-veined rocks the size of 
a man's clenched fist. Often the veins are twisted 
to form the skull-rune upon the surface. They are 
no ordinary stones, but rather fragments of the 
tainted lands within the realm, which has had the 
blood of daemons slowly dripped upon it, so that 
they bulge and pulse with the fluid. 


They are rarely to be found in the hands of any 
defeated champion or cult, though fragments of 
this rock have been seen shattered upon black 
altars to the Breaker of Souls. Those warriors 
and knights who have fought about such things 
do claim to have seen the Bloodstones being used 
in unholy rituals before the battle. Thus I suggest 
that their use does forge a connection between 
the realms, so that the dark followers of Khorne 
may call upon his daemons to aid them. 


The magnanimity of the Powers are always 
fickle, however, and any such supplicant would 
be as likely to be called to account by the Blood 
God as he would be to receive his boon. 


HELLBLADES 


The name *Hellblade" has been used to describe 
many weapons in the writings of men and other 
races, but it has been used most often to describe 
those weapons carried by the Bloodletters, the 
lower daemon vassals of Khorne. 


The tales relate that Hellblades are razor- 
edged and honed on the souls of those who have 
fallen in battle to the Blood God's own. They are 
consecrated to Khorne and the bloody task of 
slaughtering his enemies, and glow with a power 
that, so it is said, can drain the very soul from a 
man and suck dry his shrivelling corpse. 


There is some debate as to whether these items 
actually exist, for none have ever been found, not 
even on those blessed occasions that those of our 
Order have overcome the fiends of Khorne. 
Those who believe they do exist claim that they 
dissolve back to the primal stuff of Chaos when 





their bearer is slain, while others prefer that | seems beyond belief, such things are not unheard 
there are no such things and that it is the very | of and I will be considering these accursed 
power of the daemon channelled through the | weapons in my later investigations. 

bearer’s arms that forges the weapons. 


These items are 
studded bands, 
made of interlinked 
iron and brass. It is 
said they were 
forged from the heat 
of Khorne’s rage at | 
the very foot of the 
Blood God’s throne. 
It is this rage against 
the sorcerous that 
does protect its wear- 






























er from spells and 
enchantments and 
other attacks of that 


tvpe. 
Certainly the 
Fleshhounds of 


Khorne wear such 
things, as do many 
other followers, though 
these may be mere 
emulations of the style | 
of their god's servants. 


This is the name given 
to the mighty axes car- 
ried by the 
Bloodthirsters, the 
Greater Servants of 
Khorne. Though few 
have ever faced a 
Bloodthirster and lived, 
there are those records 
that do report that these 
weapons are suffused 
with the power of Chaos, 
and laden with death. 
Some even claim that its 
power comes from the 
burning abhorrence of 

another servant of 

Khorne bound within it. 

Though such a concept 


Monoliths 


BEING A SCRUTINY OF THE UNHOLY AND MANIFOLD MONOLITHS OF CHAOS 


THAT LIE SCATTERED ACROSS THE NORTH — FROM SIMPLE WOODEN TOWERS TO 


GREAT CARVED STANDING STONES. 


\ /| ONOLITHS ARE monuments to indi- 

vidual champions of Chaos. They are 
constructed by their followers from whatev- 
er material lies available, usually stone, but 
also they can be made from ancient wood 
and timber, metal and more exotic sub- 
stances such as pillars of jewels, bone and 
flesh. The wicked dwarfs of Zorn Uzkul are 
also known to cast such monoliths from 
solid brass, polished to a mirror finish. Such 


a monument is said to reflect not the onlook- | 


er’s image, but rather the savage visage of 
the champion himself. I have even heard 
tales that in the northern wastes there exist 
monoliths of mighty champions that appear 
as columns of fire, or constructed from souls 
and are so huge as to dwarf mountains and 
block out the sun. 


I encountered many during my long trav- 
els away from our lands, and learnt of more 
in my studies. Though they may be found 
anywhere, even within the forests and 
mountains within our own borders, they are 
mostly concentrated 
Shadowlands, and more particularly the 
northern wastes, where they are regular 
camps for the armies and warbands that 
battle there. 


A monolith may be constructed for vari- 
ous reasons, but their primary purpose is to 
commemorate a warrior of Chaos who has 


been rewarded with the ultimate gift of dae- | 


monic immortality. The monolith stands at 
the point at which he ascended to be with 
his god and bears upon it the saga of his 
damnation, his mortal glory and eternal 
power, detailed in the harsh script of the 
dark tongue. 


Such monoliths will always display the 
blasphemous runes of both the newly born 
daemon and his patron. Both are said to 


within the | 





watch over monoliths dedicated to them, 
sometimes even going as far as to protect it 
from the passage of time and the decay of 


| the ages. 


Only powerful enemies of Chaos, such as 
our own order, have the courage to destroy 
these filthy objects. For the common folk 
fear the curses and incantations that thev 
believe protect them, while other followers 
of Chaos, even those of an opposing Power, 
will treat them with reverence and respect. 
As I, they too could not pass willingly by 
without reading the sagas there writ, and I 
heard these repeated around their camp 
fires and braystones. 


It is only normally the victorious followers 
of champions who have risen to the dae- 
monic who have the opportunity and incli- 
nation to construct these remembrances. 
However, there are monoliths that honour 
other champions. 


The followers of champions who have 
been wracked by the dark energies of Chaos 
and reduced to spawn may also honour their 
leader with such a marker. There the mono- 
lith will cover a pit or cell where the beast 
will continue to eke out its miserable exis- 
tence. Such places are often shoddily made 
and will often appear broken and weather- 
worn, and hold little interest for the immor- 
tal patron it is dedicated to. However, other 
followers of Chaos will read the monolith 
and pass down food or drink through the 
barred recess to the creature below. Thev 
treat it with a similar amount of respect, 
though instead of honouring the lost, this is 
more likely to be their method of warding 
away a similar fate. 


If a champion dies in battle, his followers 
may also erect a monolith to him as a mark 
of respect. This is especially likely if he is 























Monoliths 


killed in a great victory of Chaos, where 
warbands may join together to build a mon- 
ument to the many champions fallen in bat- 
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tle. The monolith incorporates a cairn or 
tomb where the body of the champion is laid 
to rest, sometimes with his arms and armour 
laid around him, although usually these are 
likely to be passed on to a successor or divid- 
ed up between his retinue. These champions 
do not always rest easy in their eternal sleep. 
They may haunt the land around the mono- 
lith and emerge to slay any who may dese- 
crate the stone or even just pass nearby. In 
this way, such monoliths are not merely 
monuments, but may also be guardians to 
cursed places. 


The monoliths dedicated to Khorne are 
nearly always fashioned with his favoured 
materials of bones, blood and skulls. If they 
are made from stone they will invariably be 
decorated with carvings depicting such 
scenes of destruction and woe as to make 
any onlookers’ eyes ache unbearably. 


These monoliths are imbued with 
Khorne’s hatred of all things magic, and it 
is believed that their close proximity is an 
anathema to sorcerers of all kinds. 
Because of the special protection of the 
patron, it is claimed that Khorne watches 
closer the events around his monoliths, 
and therefore battles won and enemies 
slain nearby will gain that much more 
favour. Certainly, passing champions 
stop to lay the heads of slain enemies 
there, creating a mound of skulls that 
lie at the foot of every monolith in 
resemblance of the throne of the 
Blood God himself. 


Shrines of Jihorne 


BEING AN EXAMINATION OF THE MANY FOUL TRIBUTES AND PLACES OF 
WORSHIP DEDICATED TO THE BLOOD GOD — FROM SIMPLE PILES OF SKULLS TO 
VAST ELABORATE TOMBS. 


| HERE IS NOWHERE in this world that 
the followers of Chaos have not ventured 
in praise of their lords. And as they travel and 
plunder and kill, and die in their turn they 
leave behind them objects, totems, idols and 
other symbols of their corruption, tainting the 
land further and providing a beacon to draw 
fellow reavers behind them. Across the face 
of the world therefore, from the dark woods 
of the human realms to the mountains of the 
Skull Lands to the glaciers of Naggaroth, 
there are scattered these shrines to Chaos. 


These shrines are the sacred places of the 
fallen kin, each one a monument, no matter 
how small, to their gods. Some are great and 
brazen temples to their masters, built over 
years with the toil of legions of slaves, 
employed by a great staff of priests wherein 
the most powerful and titanic rituals may be 
performed for their lord. They are mighty 
constructions that bring enormous prestige to 
their builders, their names: Karan’azzarr, the 
Golden Towers of Daed, the Steel Citadel 
and the Unspeakable City and others 
resound through the Shadowlands however 


there are scarce few of them, for they require 


epic resources, an army to protect them from 
rivals and the softer races, and most impor- 
tant of all, time. After all, what champion 
would squander their briefest window of 
opportunity to climb that perilous path to 
power, before the madness of Chaos robs 
them of whatever chance they had? 


The bulk of these shrines therefore are quite 
small, often contained within a mere grove or 
single cave, hidden away in the secret places 
of the world. Each power has its shrines and 
Khorne is no exception, though the propor- 
tion of them that are his are not as many as 
may have been thought given the multitude 
of his followers. Many of the chosen of 
Khorne do not bother themselves with such 
things, for they understand that the Blood 
Lord cares not for monuments, nor praises, 
rather the battlefield is his temple, keen 
blades and weapons his prayerbook. 


Every shrine is individual, for each as a 
different reason for its founding. At the 
basest level, these shrines need be little more 
than an altar in a Power's name. Such 
shrines can most often be found amongst 
those established settlements of the 
Shadowlands, the Norscans in the majority 
but also in the few fixed encampments and 
hidden cities of the nomadic Kurgan and 
Hung. The men of these tribes brook no illu- 
sion to the world around them. While the 
soft and fearful men of the south may prefer 
to consider the Powers as fiction and fables, 
the men of the tribes know the immortal 
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gods for what they are. Just as a scallion of 
Bretonnia would acknowledge his feudal 
masters so too do the tribesmen recognise 
their immortal lords and only a fool would 
deny them their due. 


As life in the Shadowlands is always vio- 
lent and often brief, it is no surprise that 
many tribes choose a warrior god as their 
foremost patron. Their names will vary 
from place to place, but in truth it does not 
matter as it is always truly Khorne. 


As such their settlements will contain a 
shrine of some description, sometimes with- 
in the warrior's hall or upon the training 
grounds, often set slightly away from the 
settlement's boundaries. 


This is not the only means by which a 
shrine to the Blood God may be founded. 
Where their warriors have brought great 
slaughter upon their foes they may establish 








one in grateful thanks to the Powers that lent 
them aid in their combat, whereupon they 
heap the trophies they have taken from the 
field and consecrate them in their name. As 
god of war and bloody death, tribesmen will 
most often raise such constructs in Khorne’s 
name for his favour in granting them victory. 
The larger the battle and the carnage, so 
greater will the shrine be, so that after a par- 
ticularly epic conflict there may be construct- 
ed a mighty edifice from whatever materials 
are at hand, wherein even loyal followers and 
champions may be interred so they may 
enslave their vanquished even after death. 


For many shrines, this is all they will be, a 
crude marker for a nameless skirmish. 


Abandoned and desolate, they will disinte- | 


grate back into the land from which they 
were constructed, or perhaps be discovered 
generations later by those people who have 
long forgotten the names or deeds or reasons 
for those who battled there. 


Sometimes it is the case, however, that a 
later conflict may be fought nearby, where- 
upon further offerings may be piled at its 
base and the shrine may grow. Indeed, as 
these markers draw the wandering bands of 
tribesmen and champions naturally towards 
them to worship, foes will encounter one 
another and battle joined far more readily 






























































Shrines of Khorne 









than out in the vastness of the Shadowlands. 
Even more so for those that lie along the 
passage of a nomad tribe, who visit it year 
after year as a waypoint between winter and 
summer lands. 


Such centres become awesome and 
labyrinthine tombs, places of legend for their 
mystery and the riches that many assume 


| must lie within. Men of all types are drawn 


there as moths to a flame, some to worship, 
others to plunder. Warbands may rest there 
for days, months or years, some even becom- 
ing permanent guardians of their lord’s sanc- 
tuary. With their residence the shrine will 
expand and be built up to a veritable fortress 
over the catacombs below. And gradually 
with such concentration of death and wor- 
ship, it becomes almost as though it forms its 
own Shadow of Chaos, and in its depths dae- 
mons may roam. 


THE WARRIOR-PRIESTS 


Perhaps the greatest mystery is not the 
shrines themselves but rather those who tend 
them. They are known by many different 
names among the Northmen, for they lay 
claim to none of their own. They are the clos- 
est to the priesthood of the shrines and, as 
befits the Blood God, they are fearsome war- 
riors in their own right, and so it is as war- 
rior-priests that we shall refer to them. 


They travel endlessly from shrine to shrine 
visiting all: the temples, the settlement- 
hearths, even perhaps the lost and forgotten 
altars deep in the wilds. What they do there 
is unclear, however their arrival will often 
draw young warriors to the shrine in order 
that they may chance the god’s blessing. 
Sometimes the warrior-priest will send these 
youths away, others he will attack; but a few 
he will allow entrance to the shrine and they 


| will emerge a changed man or not at all. 


As for the warrior-priests, mighty figures 
encased in the armour of their god, they will 
travel on, alone, always alone. They never 
take repast with the Northmen who 
encounter them and never appear to gather 
with their own kind, so that no man alive can 


| attest to having seen more than one at the 


same moment. 









Che Saga of Khorne 






















here once was a Battle, a mighty 
conflict that split the Earth and 

~ shook the Heavens themselves. 
By nightfall, the Powers stood in 
victory and their fallen foes lay 
six score deep. The war-horns 
blew no more, the screams of the 
Dying had been drowned by the 
feasting calls of the carrion crea- 
tures. Upon that savaged field 
did these four Champions come. 





From the West of the Bloody 
Sun, the Red Warrior marched with a shield stacked 
with skulls. 


From the South of Baked Heat, the Silken Wyrm slid 
with vials of pain. 


From the East of Utmost Night, the Crow Man trav- 
elled with a caravan of Death. 


From the North of Blinding Darkness, the Burning One 
soared with a chalice of Souls. 


Where the Dead lay thickest did these Four meet, and 
on the summit each one lay down their gifts. But when 
each Champion tried to dedicate these Dead in the 
name of their Power, he was torn from the peak by the 
three who remained and thus not one could consecrate 
this bounty. 


Thus the Challenge was issued, that the Champion of 
the greatest Power should speak up and convince the 
others of their folly. In this way, him who was most wor- 
thy would receive it. 









The Red Warrior stood forward first, for his power was 
eldest of all, and he spoke thus in a voice like thunder: 






"The Blood God does not ask for this boon. He does not 
"4 beg, nor plead, nor grovel. He demands it as the 

Greatest of all gods. For it is to him that every creature 
on this field and in the World is indebted. 












"What are the Lynchpins of life but Blood, Anger and 
hate? And what are My Lord's Domains but the same? 







“Each life arrives in my lord's colours. Each child's first 


eZ kaman im act is to cry in rage. And that first scream echoes down 
the years and fills our heads. 






































The Saga of Khorne 


“Each meal is brought with my lord’s blessing. Our 
daily feast, one violent Death. And can there be else but 
Hatred in that act? If not of life, then of Death? 


“Each Battle is won in my Lord’s name. For the 
slogging horde knows that in Savagery lies their only 
survival. And can even the noblest warrior be blamed 
for his thanks of an enemy’s Death in place of his own? 


“Those that live define themselves by those they Hate. It 
is our Hate that holds us, our Hate that saves us. It is 
our Hate that protects us from the dark things in the 
night. It is our Hate that drives us forward to conquer 
and progress. Our Hate that spreads our reach to all we 
may attain. 


“And it is Blood that binds us, Blood that blinds us. We 
are born in Blood and when our Blood lies still, we die. 


“Admit you all then, My Lord does govern all in Birth 
and Life and Death. In Man and in Beast. And heed me 
now when I say that you three owe Him even greater 
still. 


“You canter and caper, and indulge trifles and claim 
them towers. Your oaths of fealty are mere falsity. Lies 
and deceptions to claim a varnish on your nature. 


“Who among you can claim never to have used His 
Tools? Who among you can claim never to have rejoiced 
in His Hate? 


“We journey and we fight and we kill. War is our Life, 
Hate is our Passion, the wails of widows our lulling cho- 
rus and the salted earth our marriage bed. 


“Who among you does not truly follow Him? 


“Our one true ambition is to put creation to the Sword 
and bear in Blood the True Realm. And it is He who 
will rule there. 


“My Lord is the Beginning and he is the End. He is 
Master of Mortals, and the core of our Dead Hearts.” 


“Deny Him and you deny yourselves. Honour Him and 
acknowledge He to whom we owe it all.” 


Thus spoke the Red Warrior, with his voice of Drums 
and Death. And then he took his axe and cut each 
champion down, so that each may know the true Touch 
of the Blood Lord. 


"The Red Warrior towered over the mantle, and turned the world to Fire." ~ The Lost Souls xx, 21. 
“Thou hast covered my Heart in the heat of battle." - The Bloodied One ix, 433. 


JHaine: Lord of Murder 


A BRIEF EXPOSITION ON THE DARKER NATURE OF THE ELVES AND THEIR 
SUSPECTED TIES WITH KHORNE. INCLUDING AN EXCERPT FROM A REPORT BY 
WITCH HUNTER CAPTAIN MATHIAS THULMANN. 


| HE NATURE OF the unholy is like that 

of a diamond black. As a clear diamond 
does collect the light that enters it and shines 
it back tenfold, so in its way this black gem 
does absorb all that falls upon it, so that it 
appears as naught more than an aching hole 
in one’s sight. 


If one could discern the falsity within, in 
place of the single jewel would be a thousand 
facets. And though each one would differ 
from the next, each would only reflect that 
which it saw before it. Those then are the 
Powers of Chaos. 


We of the Empire know the dark lord 
Khaine as brother to Morr, eternal rivals for 
that domain of death. Those of us who know 
of him, curse his name even as others praise 
it. Within our cities and our towns secret 
cults are born and thrive, men of low order, 
assassins, footpads, cut-throats and rank 
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killers of all types who delight in death and 
murder. They gather together and plot 


petty human god, but I say ye nay, for 
Khorne is the will to dominate all through 
violence and fear and terror of all descrip- 
tion. And all it has taken was the simplest 
deception to allow him into our pantheon. 


And in this we are not alone, for I see 
visions of the twisted cousins of the conceited 
Ulthuans far across the waters who have 
devoted themselves in his worship. They 
praise him high above all others and allow 
his priesthood free licence in their cities. 
These so-called Brides of Khaine do cavort in 
his worship and bathe in cauldrons of blood 
which they claim as bridal gifts. The dark 
elves allow his servants such influence and 
all the while applaud themselves for repelling 
the Blood God’s hordes at their borders. 


I look at them and I laugh in pity for they 
have such pride in their independence and 
self-direction, and yet their very nature has 
allowed their immortal enemy into the very 
core of their society. 
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their killers and raise their idol to a 
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Khaine, always a grotesque effigy 
with a leering face and a huge, 
fanged mouth with four arms, 
each clutching a dagger. 


A god named Khaine, a 
god of murder and death 
and bloodshed, only the 
wilfully blind could not 
see that this is none 
other than the Blood 
Lord himself, cloaked in 
one of his many guises to 
beguile and trick those who might 
otherwise repel him. Some argue that they 
are distinct, that Khorne is a lord of battle, of 
open war, a Ruinous Power rather than a 














mE, gods ¢ nd faith, and now fear yourself sur- | 


` yon may request, you may even beg, but you shall never demand us to 







r realm. You hear stories of how we wor ۔‎ 


Let us tell you first that the tribes of man shall | : ae | 
` never demand anything from the Plwenix- Throne. You may ask, 90 202 | 
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1 justify ourselves to you. | 
É You ask us whether we share the same gods, and we know you no pom TR 


! save you your pains and declare that it is the truth. 


LI 


stand its totality however we will try to enlighten you. 


far our faith and worship, just as in yours, we clude all that we are and all that we 
, be: our greatest hopes and our darkest thoughts. We bear tribute to this deity you 
| Khaine, for we recognise the force of bloodshed, of warfare, and of death within our 


fam certain even now you, In your blinkered ignorance, 
E for all of our kind to be imprisoned or exiled from your city, for you cannot 


Just as you pile offerings to your own Ulric and M lymuydia and Merr. 


NE A 4 
F You would acknowledge them and ask them to strengthen your arm for war, | : A 


| just as we do Khaine, but would you hold ‘yourselves accountable for the actions 


— kin that are devoted to them entirely? Do you hear the burden of the bloodlust and crimes 
٠ of those who believe it is their god's will? No, you declare them mad and hun 


dn their god s very name. Just se with us. 


You entreat proof that we are not united with these ren 
now that our disassociation occurred before your realms existed. Our blood -feud goes A ji 
"hack to before your time even began, untold numbers have given their lives, 

kin, our champions of the like that your Lind cannot even contemplate, have 
[died in its pursuit. The depth of our shame and our hatred goes beyond your puny com- Eos 


[ prehension, and yet still you ask us for proof? 
fy lords, 
lease find enclosed in this letter my final testament as to my investigation into the 
lood Cross killings. 


yer the last six months no less than two score people have been found murdered 
n the same, grisly fashion. Each victim was discovered in the back streets of the 
annery district of the city, their bodies hacked to pieces by cleavers or other heavy 


lades, their heads left untouched aside from an X slashed across the bridge of their ^ 


tose and onto their cheeks and temple by a razor. The indications of a ritualistic 
pproach to these mutilations led me to consider them of interest to our order and 
o I began my investigation, full details of which can be found in my report. — ۴۸ 
[he victims had nothing in common, some wefe poor, some well-to-do, men, 
vomen and children, the elderly, vagabonds and travellers to established citizens. 
Indeed, this very randomness was the single common factor, apart from tbe.ritual 
markings. As winter approached the victim count mounted, and the rate of killing 
increased as time progressed. However, this was not entirely due to the ritual mur- 
derer, as common murderers tried to hide their own crimes within the larger mas- 
sacre by mimicking his methods of mutilation. I was able to quickly single out these 
pale imitators. Public hope swelled as each one swung from the gallows that this 
would be an end to their terror. I knew this was not thease. ۰. 0, 8 


The Guard patrolled the tannery district constantly, thor 4 in this they were alone 


as the common citizenry refused to enter it without pressing reason. With. them. 


moved the common thieves and cut-purses, so that the district began to resemble a 
military camp rather than a city. Their efforts Proved vain however, because odi 


" 


were continually found there. People began disappearing from every quarter of the 
y om 1 


1 ally. N 
RE men of note, who had been twisted so as to become sub- 
„servient to this heresy. In the case of Huyder this was particularly severe, and after 
a few days in captivity he was left a drooling creature, bearing no mental semblance 
"to the man who had been such a powerhouse in the politics of the city for so many 
years. I cannot envisage what manner of thing must have enthralled these gentle- 
men to have destroyed them so utterly. 


Though the cult has fallen, my investigation into their connections and their ulti- 
mate purpose in their practices continues. One disturbing revelation made by sev- 


city and even the surrounding countryside. P ^! 
My breakthrough came shortly after Doctor Thaddeus Werberg, a respected p 
cian of the Shallyan temples and a member of the City Council, was found dea 
the ritual manner. He was the most influential victim yet and he would provero 
the last. The breakthrough related not to Werberg but rather to the innocuous 
death of a butcher, Leof Graudlin, who washed up on the sandbanks of Harpam's 
Jetty, downriver at about the same time. SR 


Though the body showed great signs of mould and decay (odd, as he had been miss- 
‘ing for less than a week) he bore none of the marks of the Bloody Cross and so his 
demise was largely ignored by the Guard. It was only because of the subtle signs of 
blasphemy he displayed which are known to our order that I gave him more atten- 
tion, and only through of the diligence of my second, Rollo Thurer who I had 
assigned to investigate his place of business, that he noticed a discrepancy in his 


ledgers of purchase which led ultimarely to resolution. 
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By a path which I detail in my report, I discovered that the murders were the work 
of not one but a group of killers that called themselves the Khaelhermanir, a 
depraved cult of assassins bent in some corrupted worship of a Murder God. After 
exhaustive investigation, during which I avoided no less than three attempts on my | 
life, I finally succeeded in mapping the extent of the cult and, with the aid of a 
detachment of the Guard, brought Sigmar’s hammer of justice crashing down upon 


them. 


So great were the numbers involved that it proved impossible to capture them in à 


single swoop, and as the arrests continued, word spread and the cultists had time to 
prepare themselves. With much bloody fighting and great loss on both sides, these 
despicable killers were finally destroyed. 

Those few who still lived were placed safely in my custody. Most notably they 


included the likes of such luminaries as the son of Duke Saq, Burgomeister Huyder 
and Lojtant Temmerfien. All confessed their crimes when confronted with the 


بق 


damning evidence I had collected. I had assumed, from their rank and privilege in 
public life, that they were the minds behind the cult's activities. In this I was in 


error, Rather it seemed the reverse, they had been left at the fringes as much as any ۳ 

~ other common cut-throat of the rank and file. 
_, Their houses and places of business had been used by the cult in their degenerate Û 
worship and 1 list in detail the abhorrent discoveries we made in each one. Needless 
to say ir confirmed their blasphemy beyond all doubt. I have imposed my decision 
he judiciaries that these places should be purged and exorcised before being 
rather that allowing them to pass into the hands of each man’s benefi- 


on the judi 
demo ished, rath 


eral of the cultists 


striking beauty and evil soul, who perhaps was the instigator of this campaign of 
terror. It is my belief that she has long departed the city and may be fermenting her 
blood-cults in other cities of the land. I shall report more as soon as I am able. 
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s: Such taint cannot be allowed to exist in any form, and it must be eradicated 
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BEING A CLOSE EXAMINATION OF THE DAEMONIC LEGION OF KHORNE. 
THIS PAGE SPECIFICALLY DEALS WITH THE VILE ENTITIES KNOWN 
AS BLOODLETTERS. 














































k HORNE’S CHOSEN; Teeth of Death; | In BATTLE 
Takers of Skulls; The Warriors of Blood; | 


The Horned Ones. 


These creatures are the lower daemons in 
the pantheon of Khorne. They fight as 
Khorne’s footsoldiers in vicious mobs, 
which bray and keen for blood. There is no 
foul trick or cruel tactic that is beneath 
them. They represent all that is vile and low 
in battle: the cruel savagery, the desperate | 
ferocity and the gleeful sadism when victory 
is seized. 


They march forwards in serried ranks, car- 
rying tattered banners and other unholy 
marks of their devotion. And as they march, 
there can be heard a surrusant chanting, a 
litany of words that some claim are evil 
enchantments, while others swear they hear 
the names of fallen comrades. 


Once they have closed with their foe, how- 
ever, their order is lost as they work them- 
selves into a frenzy at the prospect of blood- 
letting. They will charge forward, shrieking 
the praises of their lord. There they may 
fight with blade, axe or any manner of 
weapon, or even with tooth and claw for 
they care not how the blood is spilt, they 
care only that it flows. Their arms and bod- 
ies are the stuff of Chaos and will tear 
through all that does not bear the protective 
enchantments of Sigmar, just as only conse- 
crated weapons or the purifying fire may 
stand a chance of killing these fell beasts. 


THE FORM OF THE DAEMON 


Bloodletters in their favoured state stand 
taller than a man, though they are stooped 
and hunched so their faces lie at a height 
similar to ours. Their bodies are slim with a 
muscled, wiry strength and their feet are 
turned and cloven like those of a goat. 


They wear naught but scraps of armour 
and plate, most often brass or bronze, 
stamped and pressed in daemonic forges 
and welded there upon their bodies. Their 
skin beneath runs from the deepest red to 
near orange and drips constantly with | 
blood. 


Their heads are stretched tall with two 
ridged horns coloured as bone, sprouting 
from their temples. Their faces themselves 
are overlarge with the skin pulled taut, so it 
appears as a skull. Their eyes are deeply set, 
milk-white and without pupil. They have 
sharp, fanged teeth, behind which lies a 
long, black tongue that slides and caresses 
their razor-toothed mouths. Their spittle is 
said to be an acid that may burn metal and 
scourge the skin beneath. 


OTHER DOMAINS 


Though it is in battle that they be found, 
first and foremost, the touch of evil spreads 
into every mortal heart, and with that fol- 
lows the daemonic. Thus it is not only the 
warriors of Kislev and the north that need 
fear the threat of the daemon, but us all. 


They are eternal, and uncaring of the pass- 
ing of the ages, and can exist wherever the 
corruption runs deep. In the Ode de Martin 
Lantre, the questing knights do battle with 
these daemons in the Bretonnian heart- 
wood. In Imperial Chronicles, witch- 
hunters have discovered them in villages 
| deep within the Empire. And the legends 
are many of the wandering bands of adven- 
turers who have faced these monsters deep 
within damnable shrines of the mountains 
and wastelands, forgotten by all except the 
creatures that protect them. 


Their faces are framed by shaggy manes 
that run down their backs. Their hair is like 
black wire, moulded and spiked by gore and 
their horns and claws are blackened and 
flecked with crimson. 
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Daemons - Bloodbeasts 


A CLOSE EXAMINATION OF THE LESSER CREATURES OF KHORNE, THE 


STRANGE AND UNIQUE BLOODBEASTS. INCLUDING BRIEF NOTES ON THEIR 
CAPRICIOUS NATURE AND APPEARANCE. 


Bess OF KHORNE; The Mons- 
trous Ones; Bloodspawn; The True 
Form; The Shapeless; Beasts of Blood. 


Of all the cursed of Khorne, these creatures 
are at once the most twisted and brutal and 
yet most mysterious, for none can tell their 
true nature, whether they be daemon or mor- 
tal. Some mage-scholars suggest that they be 
mortal, for they can detect in them no con- 
nection to the other realm, like those pos- 
sessed by a daemon. A few go further, claim- 
ing them to be some monstrous race unto 
their own, broken and enslaved beneath the 
Chaos yoke. Others, those who have faced 
them in battle or taken up arms to hunt them 
to the ground say otherwise, for with such 
terrible magicks torturing and twisting their 
bodies at every moment, how can any flesh 
be considered mortal? 


I, who have seen this world as none other, 
can say the truth: that they are still both and 
neither. They are the very raw energy of the 


vastness of Chaos, cloaked within the ves- 


tiges of the mortal damned. 
THE FORM OF THE DAEMON 


The Bloodbeasts, and others of its ilk 
beholden to the Ruinous Powers, are wildly 
diverse in their appearance. If they are dae- 
mons then they care not as others of their 
type do to maintain a preferred form. Some 
are little more than a writhing mound of 
pulsating flesh, gaping maws and vicious 
spines, while others may be almost human 
except for in the blankness of their eyes. 


The truth of Chaos is in its corruption, and 
these spawn are the manifestation of this 
truth. 


As with spawn of allegiance, there are 
those attributes by which one may cate- 
gorise them. The Bloodbeasts of Khorne are 
masses of muscle and tendon, with pulsing 
veins and whip-cord sinew. Their every ori- 
fice is ringed with sharp teeth that tear into 





the flesh of those who become entangled 
within their elongated limbs. These limbs 
and tails are often armoured or scaled, while 
at their ends they transform into the shapes 
of crude but deadly weapons, flattening into 
blades and knives or bulging outwards into 
spiked maces. 


The Bloodbeasts are always hugely mus- 
cled, and are often emblazoned with the 
skull-mark of their lord somewhere upon 
their bodies. 


Their means of locomotion will vary from 
creature to creature, some may walk 
upright, others on all fours as horses or dogs. 
Those whose limbs have atrophied beyond 
all usefulness may drag themselves forwards 
by their vestigial arms or bunch and ripple 
along the ground as worms or slugs or 
snakes. A few may even have wings, 
although these are not so common among 
the Bloodbeasts, and if they are present may 
well be useless for flight. 


They wear no armour, nor bear arms, but 
their marks of evil are such to overcome 
even the strongest of foes. 


| IN BATTLE 


Bloodbeasts may be found travelling among 
the multitude of small warbands that cross 
back and forth over the Shadowlands. They 
may be treated as beasts of war or of bur- 
den, depending upon their temperament 
and the nature of the corruption inflicted 
upon them. A few are even venerated by 
these warbands and carried or dragged in 
gilded throne-cages, from which their trust- 
ed followers do interpret their gibberings as 
commands and prophecies. 


When these warbands join together into a 
horde the spawn may remain with their 
trusted masters, or they may be gathered 
into herds. There they may be controlled en 
masse before being goaded to crash into the 
enemy’s lines, creating terror and confusion 
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OTHER DOMAINS 


Lone spawn may be discovered in 
forests and hills of the Shadowlands w 
they prolong their cursed existence bysco 
suming whatever they encounte 
Tribesmen like the Hung and 
Gospodars do gather and embark on hunfs 
into this blasted country to bring these 
beasts down for sport. 





When such a beast is killed, these men 
congratulate themselves as the slayers of 
monsters. But I tell you that these pitiful, 
accursed things are nothing but pale simu- 
lacrums of the fiends that run together in 
the dark realms, where the laws do not 
reach and they may reveal their true form. 


H UNTERS OF BLOOD; Dogs of War; 
. The Inevitable Ones; Flesh-Renders; 
Creatures of Khorne. 


Wherever the foul daemons of the Blood 
God may stride the land, always at their feet 
run these terrible hunting beasts. They are 
the hounds of Khorne, savage unearthly 
creatures that will chase their victims across 
the leagues of the known world to bring 
them to ground, and then drag their car- 
casses back to the Skull Throne. 


They are the embodiment of war and bat- 
tle at its most unforgiving, like the savage 
thrill felt when plunging a sword into the 
enemy’s back as he turns in cowardly flight, 
and cut down like wheat the defeated foe as 
they beg for mercy. 


THE FORM OF THE DAEMON 


The Flesh Hounds are hideously canine, 


and are some eight feet long from nose to 


tail. Their lean, wiry frames have an arched 
back and their skins’ hue runs from the 
most violent reds to the bruised purples of 
flesh and muscle. 


Along their backs may be spikes of bone or 
rows of iron plates, driven down along the 
spine, held in place by brazen rivets each 
moulded in the shape of the Blood Lord’s 
skull rune. While their necks are encased in 
heavy iron collars, wherein resides their 
god’s abhorrence of all things sorcerous. In 
this way even the greatest mage’s power 
may crumple and fail before the hounds and 
the other daemons of Khorne. 


Their faces are permanently twisted in a | 


feral snarl. Their blank-white eyes are hood- 
ed beneath heavy brows and their slavering 
mouths contain massive fanged teeth with 
which they plunge into the throats and bod- 
ies of their victims. 


They may have a mane of blood-matted 
hair that runs down their backs and across 
their shoulders. From this emerges more 


Daemons - Flesh Hounds 


ON THE CANINE MONSTROSITIES THAT DO ACCOMPANY THE KHORNATE 
WARHOSTS. THE FERAL NATURE OF THE DAEMONIC CREATURES KNOWN AS 
FLESH HOUNDS IS HERE SCRUTINISED 


bone, either straight and sharp as spikes, or 
twisted and curled as horns. 


Their legs are strong, empowered by 
unnatural muscle, and they may leap taller 
than a man in their race to hunt down their 
prey. At the end of each foot are razor-edged 
claws of iron, as vicious as meat-hooks. 


IN BATTLE 


The Blood God does bestow his hounds 
upon his mightiest champions as gifts to fur- 
ther the tally of skulls they may take for him. 
Thus along the battleline there may be sev- 
eral fell warriors who do command a single, 
a pair or even as many as eight of these crea- 
tures. 


Sometimes they will be chained to a leash, 
held in the hand of their master or some 
unfortunate among his followers, and they 
will strain and buck as they smell their foe. 


Others will be allowed to roam freely, 
though they will never venture far from their 
masters until the enemy is broken and the 
rout begins. Some of the learned of mankind 
who have taken to this study believe simply 
that this is in their nature as part of their 
obedience to their god, ensured through the 
medium of their master. These scholars see 
only a fraction of the reality. I believe that 
when a champion is rewarded in this way, he 
becomes a root by which the daemon may 
follow him beyond the reach of the Shadow. 
Just as the hound protects him, so too does 
the man sustain it with the devotion of his 
immortal soul to his foul god. 


But while the gifts of these beasts are not 
uncommon, the Flesh Hound’s true purpose 
does not become apparent until the point at 
which the fighting turns from a battle into a 
slaughter: when that first foe does turn in 
flight before the axes of Khorne and all his 
fellows know the battle is lost. Then the 
Fleshhounds rise to ensure that none may 
escape the wrath of the Blood Lord. 









Daemons — flesh Hounds 


The hounds may effortlessly match pace 
with their running quarry until they choose 
their moment to strike. They will leap upon 
its back, and if it be the size of a man they 
will bear it to the ground to be torn and | ےس‎ 
shredded by their viciously clawed feet, or if 
larger hooking into its flesh and biting 
through the neck to break it from behind. 
































After the greatest of victories the massacre 
may last for days, throughout which the 
hounds will never tire of their pursuit or of 
their diet of blood and flesh. Thus is formed 
a Chaos Hunt where packs of these crea- 
tures do chase across the Shadowlands after 
their prey, endlessly pursuing the cowardly, | 
and other enemies of Khorne. Behind the 
packs run eager Bloodletters, urging the 
hounds on with piercing whoops and 
shrieks of glee, ever-ready to spill blood for 
their demanding master. The Chaos 
Hunt is a fearsome sight indeed ؟!‎ 
and few live to recount its gory pur- | 
suit. 








Daemons - Juggernauts 


BEING AN ACUTE AND NECCESSARY OBSERVATION OF THE AWESOME 
CREATURES OF METAL AND FLESH KNOWN BY MOST AS JUGGERNAUTS. 
INCLUDING A CLOSE STUDY OF THEIR METHODS OF COMBAT. 


HE STEEDS OF KHORNE; Blood 
Crushers; Juggers; Blights of Khorne; 
Soul Crushers 


The Juggernaut is neither beast nor 
machine but a daemonic amalgamation of 
both, a creature of living metal whose flesh 
is brass and whose blood is pure fire. They 
are said to be the most brutal of all Khorne’s 
many daemons, and only the most favoured 
of his warriors are granted the boon of rid- 
ing a Juggernaut into battle. 


They embody that moment of battle such 
as the breach of a siege or the crush between 
regiments. Wherever men are smashed 
against one another, where only the toughest 
and most stubborn and mindless of men 
may survive where the rest collapse in 
death. That is the Juggernaut. 


THE FORM OF THE DAEMON 


The Juggernauts are four-legged as many 


daemonic steeds, with broad bodies, the | 
heads of warped bullgods, powerful legs and | 


heavy, wide mouths. Their skins are made of 
living metal, riveted with Khorne's skull- 
rune. Their flesh is cut to form a saddle 
while their faces vary from a fierce, near- 
human visage to metal-plated boars or dogs 
and more. 


IN BATTLE 


With their rarity, the only Juggernauts that 
may be seen within a warband-horde will be 
the mounts of the warlord, or perhaps his 
personal devotees. 


From his daemon-steed the champion may 
lead the charge or may pause until the bat- 
tlelines have become locked and the fighting 
becomes a gruelling scrum. At that moment 
he will spur his mount forwards into the 
charge so that the Juggernaut's impact will 
be against groups of men so tightly-pressed 
is that it will be annihilating, to friend and 
foe alike. 


Once embroiled, the Juggernaut will crush 
those that stand before it with the ease of a 
man walking through grass, while its head 
will turn in each direction, goring and goug- 
ing those within its reach. Armour and 
shields are crushed beneath its massive jaws 
and feet, while weapons that stab at it in 
reply bounce off or shatter against its iron 
hide. No unit can maintain its order in the 
face of such a monstrosity and as the mem- 
bers turn to flee the rider may cut them 
down. 


In only the greatest hordes are there enough 
champions so favoured that they may band 
together to form entire detachments of caval- 
ry mounted upon these beasts of iron. 


OTHER DOMAINS 


As with the Fleshhounds these Juggernauts 
may be found in their champion's care far 
beyond the reach of the Shadow. I believe, as 
with the hounds, that their masters’ souls do 
bind them to this world and that as soon as 
their souls are released to be consumed by 
their foul god, so too does the Juggernaut 
return to its lord’s side to await orders anew. 


One little known theory of former years was 
that the Juggernauts may have found their 
origin in the east, in the workshops of the 
renegade dwarfs of the Skull lands. There the 
beasts were supposedly a hybrid taurus 
altered by their armourer-sorcerers to take 
grafts of iron as skin and a molten rock as 
fuel, designed to be a living battering-ram 
and constructed for the legions of Khorne as 
part of those renegades’ unholy pact with the 
Ruinous Powers. 


Such a theory was dismissed as patent non- 
sense to the relief of many as it had been most 
often used to persecute those Imperial dwarfs 
that had settled within our own borders 
rather than to encourage our greater crusade 
against the darkness and its allies. 


What cannot be denied is the resemblance 
between the Juggernaut and an image of 





their bovine forge-god, Hashut, as a bull of | 
flaming eyes and burning blood. Rather than 
endorse the theory above I feel that this may 
prove the reverse, and speak towards the ori- 
gins of the renegade dwarfs, a subject on 
which their Imperial cousins do feign igno- 
rance. 

There is some deeper truth in this identity of 


Hashut, but as yet my mind cannot 
grasp It. 
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Daemons - Hloodthirsters 


‘THIS LAST SECTION IS DEDICATED TO THE MOST SAVAGE AND POWERFUL OF 
KHORNE’S SERVANTS: THE BLOODTHIRSTER. INCLUDING AN EXPOSITION ON 
THEIR TERRIFYING APPEARANCE. 


Fs OF KHORNE; Drinkers 
Blood; Lords of Skulls; Eaters 
Gore and Flesh; Deathbringers 
Khorne; Blooded Ones; Guardians 
the Throne; High-Handed Slayers; War 
Given Form 


The Bloodthirster is the mightiest of 
Khorne’s daemonic creations. None 
other so readily exemplifies all that the 


F ۳ 
/ # / سے‎ u 
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Blood God represents. Their moniker of 
"War Given Form" is especially apt as 
they are true embodiments of the blood- 
iest side of warfare and renowned as the 
greatest fighters of daemonkind. Only 
the most heroic of mortal champions 
would even stand the slimmest chance of 
mere survival if faced by this ultimate 
warrior, and an even smaller chance of 


| victory. 
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THE FORM OF THE DAEMON 


I believe Bloodthirsters, as may all 
greater servants of the Ruinous Powers, 
choose by what form they enter our 
world and their resemblance is, in turn, 
altered by the deepest fears of those 
that encounter them. They have the 
appearance of terror, in all the many 
forms in which it may appear. 


The semblance they favour tends to be 
one of a giant armoured warrior. Their 
face is the bestial, almost canine, visage 
of Khorne’s most favoured. Their hides 
are covered with gore-flecked crimson 
fur and their eyes are a milky white 
without visible iris or pupil. Their 
armour is ruddy bronze or iron black. 
This is undoubtedly that magical plate 
known as Chaos armour that I examine 
fully elsewhere in this tome, it is hard to 
imagine that these chosen of Khorne 
would be endowed with anything else. 
Finally, from their backs sprout huge, 
membranous, bat-like wings on which 
they soar over the battlefield before 


diving into the bloodiest part of the 


fighting. 


They invariably wield Khorne’s 
favoured weapon, the axe, often in con- 
junction with a whip. As appropriate, 
the axes wielded by Bloodthirsters are 
particularly potent and are simply 
known as Axes of Khorne. 


IN BATTLE 


It is a terrible thing for this land when 
the Shadow shrouds us and a mortal 
horde may emerge from the Northlands 
with a Bloodthirster at its head. 
Fortunately it is a rare event, or else the 
world would already lie in ruin. 
However, deep within the realms the 


battle between the Powers is constant, 


and there the Bloodthirsters command 
Khorne’s daemon legions. It is on the 





battlefield that they only truly find pur- 


pose for their existence and some 
believe that they may only physically 
manifest themselves at that point of 
carnage and slaughter, despite contra- 
dictory testimony, such as the writings 
of Jaeger the Fantasist. But to my 
mind, in such thoughts lie madness as 
one begins to question their very exis- 
tence. 


They are savage, bellowing creatures 


with a bloodlust that extends far 


beyond mortal comprehension. In bat- 
tle, they lead from the front, attacking 
everything in reach, fearless of all 
except their own dark master. They are 
uninterested in strategies or tactics or 
battle plans; their thirst is only for 
death and blood and for skulls for the 
Skull Throne. Nevertheless, those 
hordes commanded by a Bloodthirster 
are implacable foes, for while the dae- 
mon will fight on its own with little 
regard for its minions, its mere presence 


on the battlefield drives their mortal 


and daemonic allies into a 
frenzy. 

Some consider that their bloodlust 
and capacity for mindless violence does 
indicate that they have little mind of 
their own, and that perhaps this direct- 
ness, even stupidity, can be used to 
thwart them where force of arms can- 
not. I refute such an idea, for they con- 
fuse the ignorant destruction of an 


| angered child with little concept of the 


damage they cause with the concentrat- 
ed bloodlust of one who by the reaping 
of others’ lives does reaffirm his own. 


There is no daemon, certainly none 
that has remained in the highest service 
of their god that could be described as 
such. They have the evil of millennia at 
their command and an innate under- 
standing of what draws men to fight 
and to hate and to spill the blood of 
their brother. 
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Black Crusades 


7 زر‎ oc THE SKY WILL TEAR! MACHINES WILL CROSS THE STARS! THE LEGIONS WIL 


RETURN! THE STILL BEATING HEART OF MANKIND WILL BE SACRIFICED TO 
SATE THE HUNGER OF THE BLOOD GOD! 


though I had been to sleep for an eter- 
nity, and yet still I can barely hold open my 
eyes. The same dreams return to haunt me 
night after night. Most are too terrible to 
recount. Others I cannot ignore because 


; ly 
An 
eges Tm | HIS MORNING I awoke to feel as 


they seem relevant to my task. I find my | 


mind wanders, and days pass without me 
being able to recall what I did with them. I 
wander the halls of the Scriptorium, and the 
walls close in. I am imprisoned by the rooms 
that are stacked with ramparts of books and 
paper (walls within walls within prisons), 
and by my fragile mind. I believe that no 
man should have to do the job with which I 
have been charged. We are not made from 
strong enough stuff to defend against the 
insidious powers. I weaken by the minute. 


My visions are frequent now, and not vis- 
ited upon me by lack of sleep! They seem so 
real, but when I try to remember them I 
cannot focus, and my thoughts slide back to 
the task at hand, cataloguing the obscenity 
M ems ) of the worship of 


۳ X the unnameable 
: « foe. I envy every- 
: ^ ~a- one else their sta- 


a tion in life 








against that 
; = which I do, but I 
1 با لا‎ must remind 


myself that it is for the good of all mankind 
and the Empire that I attempt it. I must 
maintain my vigilance in my work, and 
pray that whatever assails my mind and 
body allows me to complete it before I am 
lost. 


Sometimes I write for hours without 
respite. I write with conviction, but after I 
remember not where the thoughts came 
from. I read back over what I put to paper 
and what I see frightens me to the pit of my 
soul. Much as it scares me to say this, I don’t 
know what any of it means. 


| every hun- 


A TEAR IN THE SKY 


So it will occur that the Eye torn in the 
Sky will weep blood, and the legions that 
dwell there in a state of constant warfare 
will spill out, united under a single leader, 
and once again assail the bedrock of 
humankind. 


There will be an unholy union between 
each and every faction and region of the 
infernal Eye, and untold millions of heretics 
and thousands of craft will seek to burst 
through the 
stalwart 
defences 
placed there 
in readiness 
for the 
event. 
These inva- 
sions, one 







dred genera- 
tions, will prove EM SM 
gigantic and if 1 

they are not stymied (I cannot see the final 
outcome) then surely they will bring 
mankind to its knees. 


The alliance for these grand assaults will 
be welded together by a terrible overlord of 
Chaos, perhaps daemon, perhaps mortal. 
These tidal waves of destruction will occur 
in a time of our darkest insecurity, where the 


| fate of humanity hangs by the merest of 


threads. I see the peril, and hope mankind 
can weather the violence of the end times. 


They will occur as written. 


THE PRIMARY ROAR OF THE 
ABANDONED ONE 


“And the Fallen will band together, 
And herald one among them King.” 


For four hundred years and more, the Eye 
will sleep. It will be assumed that those 


su * 














inside have torn themselves apart, and left 
themselves as little more than barbarians, 
struggling and clawing at one another on 
those worlds upon which they have been 
stranded. These assumptions will be proved 
mistaken, and the price will be dear. 


The Traitor Legions will return, and at 
their head the Abandoned One will scream 
his bloody cry. He will lead the Legions of 
Black, and rekindle ambitions to force the 
Empire of Mankind to bend knee before 
Chaos and lament before his might. 


This invasion will demonstrate little of the 
subtlety and malevolent brilliance that he 
۱ ۱ will later show, 

but in this 
endeavour he 
will learn 
much to aid 
him in future 






be driven, in 
the hopes to 
accomplish 

his thrice- 


where 
damned forebears have failed. Wherever the 
Crusade passes will be left burnt cinders 
and shattered husks, devoid of life forever 


more. 


But, as they will do both before and after, 
and in a manner eerily reminiscent of the 
dark days, the Guardians of the Imperium, 
Priest of the Machine, and giant warriors in 
gleaming armour who bring purity and 
death in equal measure, the Chapters of the 


Astartes, will 
march forth | 
together, and 
as one, turn 
The 
Abandoned 


One back; but 
not until a bit- 
ter struggle has 





one too close to 
the beating heart 


Black Crusades 


times. ۱ 
Toward the 
Heart of 
Humanity 


will his forces | 


| so. Other such places will be planned, the 


| the defenders will bear the brunt prepared. 


been waged, and | 









of Mankind for 
fears ever to be 
assuaged. 


















It will be on his 
excursion to the 
forbidden hills on 
Uralan that The 
Abandoned One 
will lay claim to 
the sword that 
imprisons the essence 
of Drachn'nyen. Of 
how he obtained 
such an item, I 
cannot see. 


THE SECOND 


CRUSADE OF 
THE ABANDONED ONE 
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“The eye will close on the King 
of Blood, 

And a Fortress will rise to 
contain him.” 


After dashing the assault on mankind’s bas- 
tion of strength, He who sits on the Golden 
Throne will turn his efforts to contain the 
threat. The Fortress of Cadium will be built, 
and savage Lupine Warriors will guard it 
with many others whose names, in time, will 
be forgotten. The bastion will be considered 
insurmountable, and for a time will prove 


naval port of Belis Corona and the castle of 
Nemesis Tessera will be the foundation 
blocks on which any other incursion from 
the Terrible Eye is to break like a wave. 
When these measures are completed all will 
wait, with breath abated, to see how they 
will fare when the Eye will once again open. 
They will wait nearly three hundred years. 


But the Abandoned One will not falter 
yet, indeed, his allies and sponsors will rally 
around him in ever greater numbers and his 
second assault will be every bit as strong 
and direct as the first. This time however, 






Savage fighting and unholy slaughter will 
erupt at the moment the invasion storms the 
Cadiam walls, and continue until its costly 











conclusion five years later. In the meantime 


the evil forces, once stymied at Cadium, will | 


spill out from either side and begin rampag- 
ing where they can. 
But the prepara- 
tions will prove to 
be strong, and a 
new hope will burn 
in the hearts of men. 
The Abandoned 
One's hammer blow 
wil ring hollow, 
and he will retreat 
back to smoulder in 

ire. 


THE HOST OF TALLOMINE 


"In an Age of Apostasty 
The Wolf Warriors bay and howl.” 


Tallomin, Prince among Daemon Princes, 
will lead an attack, but the outcome is hazy 
and the events indistinct to me. The only 
thing I know with certainty is that the Wolf 
Warriors will play a large part in Tallomin's 
destruction. Whether he will be eternally 
banished or will yet rise again, I cannot see. 





THE FOURTH CRUSADE OF THE 
ABANDONED ONE AND THE 
DEVASTATION OF EL’ PHANOR 


“In the Forth insurgence, 
The horror will be spliced with fire.” 


And again his legions will sweep forth, pos- 
sessed of a renewed fervour. Cadium’s walls 
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will be besieged and the Blood King is to 
personally lead the fleet towards the 
Segmentum emptiness. But at El'Phanor, 
the Citadel of Kromarch, the drive will halt. 
But the Abandoned One, terrible amidst his 
wrathful hordes, will lead the charge against 
the stolid walls. His warriors will fall like 
leaves, but the fortress will crumble, and the 
defenders be consumed by his boundless 
appetite. 


The life and sanity of that beleaguered 
place is to be washed away in an orgy of 
annihilation. But these sinful excesses will 
prove his undoing, giving as they will men 
time to regroup, and exact a well-planned 
revenge on the disarrayed forces of evil that 
infest the ruins of the once proud castle of 
Kromarch; the dark ones will be shredded to 
rags by their own violent indulgence. 


THE ‘TIDE OF BLOOD 


An ancient Prince of Khorne named 
Doombreed will sweep humanities finest 
and purest to the brink of destruction. Few 
will fall if compared with other invasions, 
but the cost will be high indeed. His war 
will be nothing less than a declaration of 
war upon the Adeptes, staunchest of all the 
foes of Chaos, and he will be defeated. 


But I lament the Warhawks and the 
Venerators, for they shall be lost. 


BLACK CRUSADES IN THE AGE 
OF STRIFE 


“And men will bare their breasts 
And invite destruction to take them.” 


Apostasy will reign for many years, and the 
Eye will cast forth countless harbingers of 
death. I cannot guess at how many crusades 
will be launched during these dark days, but 
the Abandoned One will return. This I 
know. And men will grow mistrustful of 


| each other and cosmic forces of tremendous 





power will isolate and disenfranchise our 
strongholds and citadels. And the ever- 
watchful dark will fall upon us in our weak- 
ness and seek to destroy us and much ruin 
will be caused. But our end will not come 
here. Not yet awhile. 











THE ABANDONED ONE’S 
SEVENTH CRUSADE “THE 
GHOST WAR” 

“For the seventh time, 

He came as shadow.” 


Comes the time called the ‘Ghost War’. The 
Abandoned One’s fleet will flood in a heavy 
tide from the Gates of Cadiam, and then dis- 


appear. There will follow years of hunt and | 


seek and confusion and paranoia and disin- 
formation and deceit. Raids will occur in 
far-flung places. His hand becomes Night 
and his standard secure, He will fall through 
the eye to prepare. Man will wait for the 
outcome, with dread like a vice around his 
heart. 


THE ABANDONED 
TENTH CRUSADE 
CONFLICT OF HELICA” 


“At the Medusa’s Walls 
The Iron Guards will break.” 


By accident or design, the mordacious fleet 
is to emerge from the opposing side of the 
Terrible Eye to the Cadiam Gate, in the 
place known as Helica. Men will guard this 
place with hands girt in Iron and the very 
Chapter Kith themselves. Savage attacks on 
Helica will prevail, burning towards the 
capital, Thracian Primaris. Yet there his 
assault will fatally be delayed, as his 
Warriors of Iron clashed with the Iron 
Handed ones at sturdy Medusa. What will 
occur in that engagement my lord has not 
gifted me to see. 


ONE'S 
“THE 
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“THE 


ABANDONED 


THE 
TWELFTH (CRUSADE 
GOTHIC WAR” 


“At the time of the twelfth, 
All things will be decided.” 


It is at this time that his great plans will 
seem at last to bear fruit. Mighty blows will 
fall at Gethesmene and Schndlegeist, and 
the warrior Ravensberg will carry the day. 
But mankind will reel from the Blood Kings 
assault and he will escape with Blackstone, 
and the ruin of man is further assured. 


THE FIRST STRUGGLE FOR THE 
HEART OF ARMAGEDDON 


And Angron will rise to challenge men and 
curse them and eat their world, leading a 
train of traitors and a legion of Daemons, 
they will blast out from the Eye’s red pupil. 
They will appear as if from nowhere in an 
ancient vessel of indescribable proportions 
at Armageddon, that already falters from its 
own mischief. The land will be turned into a 
cauldron. But once again the Lupine 
Warriors and Knights in Grey lead a sally to 
rout the deadly foe. The mortal shell of 
Angron himself will be destroyed and he 
will be cast back into the infernal realms. 





Berserkers 


LEGIONS OF TRAITORS HAVE LEFT THEIR KIN AND SUCCUMBED TO THE BLOOD 
CALL OF KHORNE. THEIR COMING WILL HERALD A NEW AGE OF APOSTASY, 
AND A DARKNESS THAT WILL NOT BREAK! 


| HEY WILL FALL from the sky and 

fire will be their greeting. They travel 
the heavens, girded completely in armour, 
so that no part of their body is visible. 
They burn with a great incandescence in 
their eyes that doth mirror the burning 
hatred in their hearts. They feel nought for 


us but the deepest contempt, and strive at 


nothing more than the eradication of good 
from the world. They are the Traitor 
Legionaries, the fallen Astartes, black stars 
in the night sky that bleeds in its own 
shade of blood. 


Of all the God Daemons of Chaos, it is 
Khorne that has the greatest sway over the 
Traitor Legionnaires’ hearts. This is not 
surprising. Khorne is the bloody god of 
warriors, and the Astartes are the ultimate 
warriors. Fully an entire Legion, that is 
named the Eaters of Worlds, has devoted 
itself to Khorne’s worship, and indeed 
every other Legion has its members who 
have foresworn their original loyalties to 
sink into his bloody veneration. Their fel- 
lows shun such legionnaires; for upon the 
battlefield the bloodlust will grip them so 
hard that they are as likely to turn upon 
their comrades as cut a bloody swathe 
through the enemy. Now there is little dis- 
tinction between the original World Eaters 
and those from other Legions who bear the 
same blasphemy, and so they are all known 
as Khorne Beserkers. 


Some ancient event caused the Eater of 
Worlds to splinter. No longer do they trav- 
el as a legion or as companies or with any 
discipline or order, but rather they have 
formed into warbands under their champi- 
ons. These warbands vary in size, from a 
few individuals to hundreds of warriors. 
They chart their own destiny, attaching 
themselves to the raiding fleets of other 


Legions, or simply making their home 
upon one of the ancient sea-hulks and leav- 
ing their destination up to the whims of 
fate. Only a being of awesome power and 
authority, such as Doombreed or Angron 
himself, could ever forge the Berserkers 
back together again as anything resem- 
bling a Legion. 


These gruesome fiends favour close-com- 
bat blades crafted deep in the hellforges of 
the Eye: swords that scream, and axes with 
swift rotating blades set into the head, they 
all cry forth to their bearer for their never 
ending thirst to be slaked with blood. 
Competition to be first into the fray and 
the first to kill for the Blood God is fierce 
and they are known to fall upon their own 
weapons should they be denied a blood- 
sacrifice for their patron god. 


Their armour, a warped and desecrated 
version of the powerful armour of the 
noble Astartes, bears the colours of their 


| lord: red, black and brass, and all are 


affixed with further icons of devotion or 
trophies of the slain. The right gauntlet is 
often painted red, supposedly as another 
symbol of Khorne. The original colours of 
the Eaters of Worlds are still visible on 
some items. Often a shoulder piece, a 
breastplate or a single piece of armour has 
come from one of the Legion's original 
warriors, and has been incorporated with- 
out redecoration. Why they wish to main- 
tain a link to their past is unknown to me. 


The Berserker is an unnatural and dead- 
ly enemy. No plea or bribe could stay his 
blade from striking. Mercy is nothing to 
them, the concept entirely alien. Their 
ranks are manifold and their strength is 


| incalculable. I understand them not. But I 


have seen them. Soon they may see me. 
And then I will die. 








. Cults of Khorne 


BEING A RECOUNT OF THINGS TO BE, AND WHAT I SEE WILL COME TO 
FRUITION, AND IT WILL BE ROTTEN AND FOUL, AND WILL SWELL WITH 
DISEASE AND POLLUTE ALL THE GROUND. 


{ ULTS EXIST. They may exist any- 

where. They may be acting out 
debauched ceremonies in the lodgings next 
door. You may be a member yourself, an 
unknowing (or knowing!) worshipper of the 


work and fight during the day or night. But 
they are but a crumbling breakwater, 
against which the growing tide of the foolish 
seduced who enter into unholy pacts, and 
ensnare others to follow them to damnation. 


The breakwater will one day collapse, 
and the dark lords will run riot through our 
lands, with the ignorant multitudes cavort- 
ing at their feet. 


THE KITH OF SAPIENCIA 


The Kith will be born from the underclass of 
a vast city called Sapiencia, which will teem 
like a hive, in the far-flung place called 
Sabbat. And from this birth one will rise to 
dubious eminence. And he will be called 
Sholen Skara. 


Sholen Skara will be infamous for the 
Balhaut murder-camps where, by him, will 
be killed an obscene number of inhabitants, 
but after the Most Holy Crusade took that 
place he will flee to Sapiencia; and there the 
Kith will be waiting for him. There he will 
incite them to action; they will overthrow 
Imperia’s rule, butcher all who remain 
loyal, and seize supplies destined for the 
Most Holy Crusade. In doing so Sholen will 
hope to force an attack by the Imperia’s 
Guard forces of the Crusade, and thereby 
further add to the death and slaughter that 
he will worship with such fervent lust. The 
Holy Guard will oblige and, in an assault 
upon Oskray Island, crush his forces. 


But Sholen will have one final play. As 
soon as he knows the battle is lost he will 
give an order of mass suicide to his follow- 
ers. Such is his grip upon the minds of the 
Kith that they will obey without question, 





and more than ten thousand of them will 
their own lives take in praise of Khorne. 
Sholen will not kill himself, but rather try to 
escape and, as Sigmar wills, will, or will not 


| be taken by the Imperia’s Holy Guard. 
black faith. Inquisitors and Witch Hunters | 


THE MANSKINNER 


A bloody deal with the dark powers will be 
bartered by one who will become known as 
The Manskinner, to facilitate his escape 
from Imperia’s just captivity. This he will 
do, but the price will be high; he will loose 
his arm in the escapade. But the dark ones 
will replace the limb with a mutation of 
grotesque appearance and he will take it as 
a sign of favour and dedicate himself to 
Khorne. 


He will prove a powerful and magnetic 
orator who will corrupt any who listen too 
closely. At Gathalamor the Manskinner will 
earn his name by flaying those who oppose 
him and running their skins up flagpoles. 


After such atrocities, The Templars of 
Sable will move to hunt him down, and they 
will succeed in bringing him to battle at 
Empyrion’s Gate. There, a small contingent 
of Templars of Sable will win a famous vic- 
tory over the Manskinner’s Horde, destroy- 
ing it utterly. Those whose lives he help 
destroy will flay the skin from his flesh, and 
display it around the towns. 


THE BRINGERS OF KHORNE 


In the hour after his birth, Bloody Khorne 
will pit eight fearsome champions and have 
them clash in single combat until only one 
remains, and he will be Khorne’s chosen. 
And other mortals will seek to emulate this 
ritual, seeking far and wide great warriors 


to pit themselves against, and destroy all 
| others who stand in their way. 


And when one seeks to join their bestial 
ranks he will be matched with eight others 
such hopefuls, whom they train in the ways 
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of battle, until finally they will be matched 
off against one another. Only one will sur- 
vive to be initiated into the cult. This com- 
bination of martial pride and ultimate 
betrayal is said to please Khorne well. The 
Fists of Imperia claim to have destroyed a 
temple of them on Orodis and further defeat 
many of their warriors individually down 
through the centuries. But they will never 
be fully expunged. 





It will be at this very ceremony that 
Commissar Kline, attached to the Qxvr reg- 
iments, will step forward and declare the 
acceptance of the surrender to be heresy of 
the highest order. With ruthless and swift 
efficiency he will summarily execute Polsch 
and his staff and assume command, where- 
in he will decree that the rebel forces should 
be utterly annihilated. The Stalkers around 
the city will obey with great fervour, flood- 
ing the Illyornians in their own prisons or 
simply dragging them from their cells and 
beheading them with their Qxyrian ritual 
battle swords. Such is the danger if you 
swell the ranks of your army with such bar- 
baric savages. 
















THE BLOODKIN 


In The Most Holy Crusade for Sabbat, in 
the Fight for the Gap, the merchant clans of 
Illyornis, after years of heavy tithing, will 
finally snap and revolt. The suppression of 
this uprising will be famous in the histories 
of Imperia. The insurgent armies, constitut- 
ing a great number of men, will seize the 
governor’s palace, the cargo docks and cur- 
tain wall defences of the city, casting out all 
Imperia’s officials and thereafter declaring 
their independence from fair Imperia. Only 
the Arbitrators stationed there will show 
any resistance at all, and while they will 
fight to the last, they will be only a few hun- 
dred against a host. 


The High Command of the Gap Crusade 
cannot ignore such a loss of his supplies, and 
thus he will reroute a detachment of the 
Crusade to quell the rebels. The force will 
consist of several regiments of Qxyr 
Stalkers, feral tribesmen who have been 
recruited into the Holy Guard and who will 
survive, mainly through unparalleled bru- 
tality upon the field, much of the worst of 
the Gap Crusade. The defenders of Illyornis 
will prove little match for these hardened 
and battle-seasoned soldiers, and with light- 
ning strikes the Guard generals will bring 
the rebels to their knees in a matter of days 
with a minimum loss of life and resources. 
Detachments of Stalkers will be positioned 
around the city to disarm and hold the rebel 
forces, while the Holy Guard's commander, 
General Vincencious Polsch, will graciously 
accept the Illyornians’ formal surrender. 









It will come apparent that the Qxyrian 
faith, which will have been previously sanc- 
tioned as a bloody but beneficial worship of 
| The Golden Emperor, will in fact be some- 
thing far darker. Kline, assigned to ensure 
their loyalty, will be tainted himself, but 
how this happens I cannot fathom. 















Kline and the Qxyrian regiments will 
leave the shattered Illyornis before news of 
this treachery can reach the Crusade fleets. 
| They will remain at large, and call them- 
selves The Bloodkin, and much destruction 
will be brought by their swift and deadly 
strikes. 












THE WARHERD 








In the fifth dawn of summer, when the rain 
| falls black with hate, the Warherd will 
descend. Their feral beliefs of culling the 
poor to replace them with their brood will 
garner them a following from the furthest 
reaches of the world. All will tremble before 
them, for the markings of a poor man will 
serve to be his undoing. They will worship 
Khorne in their way, offering up the slain for 
his delectation, and moving on to the next 
place to be ravaged and spoiled. I see their 
leader clearly sometimes; his face a mass of 
battle scars, and his body adored with many 
items of precious gold and vain jewels, all 
red, as to resemble drops of blood, as they 
run in threads down his armour. 





















But this is not the end of my foretelling. They will never be caught. They will kill 


forever. 











.. Aenegabes 


A STUDY OF THE TRAITOR LEGIONS, WHOSE CORRUPTION SHINES OUT LIKE A 
BEACON OF DARKNESS — EVEN AMONGST THE DEPRAVED FOLLOWERS OF 
THE BLOOD GOD. 


human race with an eye jaundiced with 


| | HE TRAITOR LEGIONS be not the 
envy, and they do covet our destruction. 


only forces at the wrathful beck and 
call of Chaos; they be not even the smallest 
fraction of the numbers at the Dark Gods’ 
command. Far aside from the hundreds of 
billions of mortals that slave beneath their 
rule within the Terrible Eye, they have 
countless other followers in places as yet 
untouched by man in the wider realms of 
the sky. The warp extends and permeates 
through all things and peoples, and wherev- 
er a man can think an evil thought, there 
too are the dark gods beside him. 


I brand them thus: renegades. In the cold 
reality they are as wildly diverse as the 
spawn of Chaos that gibber and whimper in 
their ecstatic perversion and do puke forth 
from the orb in the sky. They infiltrate 
every corner and remote bastion that 
humanity clings to like sand on a rock. And 
the tide cometh! I have felt it rise o'er my 
head and by Sigmar I am drowning in it. 
Such is ALL our fates! رس‎ 9 
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enegades often lie hid in CERES سے ہے‎ 


Many such followers will be blind as to 
the ghoulish reality of the beasts they wor- 
ship. Stone-age barbarians worship their 
tribal gods, or noble dilettantes in vast cities 
with spires that reach into the stars turn to 
anything to relieve the boredom of their 
existence. The Powers care little for such 
followers; for they be mere mortals driven 
by their own mortal weakness, without the 
talent or the ambition to truly achieve any- 
thing that would be noticed in this vast 
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space. 


Yet some differ. Some have gained true 
knowledge of the Powers and covet the 
abilities and vision with which they may see 


the potential in foul worship. Men and 
women such as these be determined to ded- 
icate their lives to these depraved and deca- 
dent gods, not in a haphazard or a mundane 
fashion, but completely, utterly and with 
driven intent. Their return? Reward! To 
ultimately join the Power’s immortal ser- 


vants as a daemon prince. Vile Lords will 


reward the most powerful, but just as easily 
they will gleefully damn them to eternal 
oblivion to be a sub-human monstrosity! All 
vicious Primarchs of the Perfidious Legions, 
all those that lived and escaped the death 
they deserve, have been raised as this. 
Hateful and baneful they be, and regard the 


secret coven networks. They nestle like a 
disease in the midst of craven worshippers, 
fawning supporters and deceitful informers, 
manipulating all those they can into the 
service of Chaos. Such renegades may com- 
mand the power to lead armies of followers, 
to summon daemons through blasted ritu- 
als, and instil fear in many by their mere 
presence. These twisted personages may be 
mortal, but they provide great use to 
Khorne and reap the corrupting benefits of 
his notice and favour. 


But the complexities of the true nature of 
such covens are deep and my mind is riven 
with doubt regarding their true impact onto 
our domain. All I know for certain is that 
they pose a grave danger, and every cranny 
and nook must be searched with the light of 
righteous vengeance. 
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War Engines of Khorne 


REGARDING THE BRINGERS OF CALAMITY, THE MACHINES FORGED IN 
REVERENCE OF BLOODY KHORNE WHO SO COVETS THE DESTRUCTIVE PATHS 
THEY CLEAVE ON THE BATTLEFIELD. 


۱ | HEN THE HOSTS of Chaos emerge 
from the Terrible Eye, they will be 


accompanied by vast legions of machines 
and vehicles to further extend their blood- 
letting. From hideously corrupted versions 
of age-old patterns to the mighty titans of 
the traitor orders, to entirely unique war- 
engines, as insane in their design as they 
are lethal in battle. 


The Legion of Traitors will, with all cer- 
tainty, blast from the eye, on great 
machines of fire and steel to rent the fur- 
ther universe asunder. I have seen these 
things, and though you would never believe 
the dread visions to be true, I know they 
will come! Tremendous beasts wrought of 
iron, which walk like men on gleaming 
legs, crash through mountains and split 
the rocks of the earth with their foot- 
falls. Squat metal tanks that belch 
forth steam and brimstone roll 
without mercy over the battle 
field, flattening creatures of 
flesh and mortal bone to 
pulp. The screams still 
echo in my ears. These 
perambulating weapons 
of the dark forces are 
daubed with blasted 
runes and sigils and 
are possessed by dae- 
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These unholy devotees of some machine- 
god will make Imperia tremble, and their 
names will cause Mechanicus-cultists to 
recoil and bless their holy relics. 


Khorne adores such engines of war as 
they raise the level of carnage and destruc- 
tion to ever heightening levels. His hosts 
boast great cannon engines that serve as 
battlefield altars and even mighty machines 
known as Lords of Battle that are believed 
by some to be controlled by the essence of a 
Bloodthirster. His vehicles are always .fes- 
tooned with all manner of spikes, sl a g 
blades, scythed wheels, (plement fot tor- 
ture and the remains of the unfortuprate: 
caught by them. ۱ | 
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Che Jreat War of Chaos 
m xad 


= 5 
t was the year of the Khaos Moon when we / all He ee 
looked upon the cities of the Hammer and the AE 2224 ut : 
Wolf, of the Lady and the Ice Throne and we —Z رگم‎ H 

saw their turmoil. We looked upon them and 
saw the suffering of their people. We looked 
upon them and saw at last the end of their 272 ےی‎ £ 
civilisation. The time had come for us to her- KE utu 
ald in the new age. ۱ ور‎ 


The gods called for war and the god a HALA موی‎ 
Kharneth blew his war horn and the beasts of 
the forests did answer and ventured forth =Z ۸ 
۱ once more from their territories and out into 

the land of men. And the chosen bands did answer and marched 

south joyfully and merrily as they brought more to our fold in death. 

And even the orcs and goblins of the hills and woods set forth, igno- 

rant and blind but still serving their true gods in their own crude 

way. 


ALLE = 


od father Nurgleth did bless the land of the Hammer and the 
Wolf with his diseases and pestilence and the people did rejoice in 
l his blessing and each one performed the dance of death in his hon- 


ت 


ke a The gods looked down upon us and smiled and opened the gates 
‚hat separate our realm from their paradise. Through them there 
LPL, came the bounty of their essence, the matter of their being, and it 


ad ی‎ actes and washed across the land and it was beautiful. We 


marched before its beauty, heralding the joy that we would bring to 
exem the world and its people. 


ie were brought together by the call of the champions, and our‏ مم 

Let tee did gather with their own so that we may better spread the 

long promise of Khaos and smite those who showed that they could not 
be saved. And our champions did challenge one another to deter- 
mine who was worthy to lead us. And those worthy champions were 
named Engra Deathsword, Sven Bloody Hand, Asavar Kul and Cente 
Valmir Aesling. 


We gathered score on score, a greater number than had come togeth- 


er than ever before, for we knew that this would be the shining days M سے‎ : 
of our world. A thousand came, and then a thousand more. From nain «xni 
the east, from the west, from the north and from the south we came, 
for none could be diverted from this cause. We were an army 
beyond number, and as we marched from our proving ground each 


triumphant warrior laid a pebble upon a pile, until there grew a,_. P — 


eec 
کیم وه‎ ect 
De 


کے 
fee‏ 
mountain that soared into the air. ate o. ]‏ 
EB‏ 

The enemies of salvation did walk upon/the icy fields and block our جر‎ “ec e s 
pilgrimage and refused to stand aside. Men of the feather and the "S, 
fur, men of the Ice Throne, men of a treacherous name who once — um 1 
could see and now are blind. We met them between two stone- ce 
walled towns and with our gods name on our breath, did usher them lonely سے‎ 
into the eternal salvation, and honoured them by feasting upon their i 

vacated mortal shells. ہر‎ 

fh سے‎ 2 


APENRE RL ا‎ 
۳ > - Em Dr سم‎ 6 n. 3 


J یتس‎ geo Ms 
۲۲ ہت ورام صخي ضر‎ 





a ٹك‎ 
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We spread the new word through all the northern lands that they 

sought to claim as their own, and we prepared the way for the 

greater beings that would follow. And the Ice King saw us and was “تر‎ 

afraid for he would be revealed a fraud before the munificence of 

our gods. His very realm did aid us in our path, turning the water to 

rock so that we could continue unhindered. We scattered his remain- — 444 «a “= face d 
ing followers to the winds for they deserved naught of our mercy 

now. 


We came to our enemies first great bastion, that city they know as 

۳1 Praag, and these folk were small and frightened by our presence. 
They did bolt their gates and hide behind their walls, for they feared 

= that which they did not know. We would bring them wisdom, but ین بو‎ ea tme 
we would wait for them to find it in their midst first. We attended ccm 122 
them and prayed for their deliverance and our prayers were 
answered by good father Nurgleth who had dwelt among them from 


the start. 


fete ae va 


His blessings had made them ready and we would complete their 
induction. Time and again we brought the glory to them, at their ee ua HA 
gates, over their walls and beneath their ground. We would never تہ‎ we me ١ 
desist in the holy mission that was before us. So many of them died سم‎ S am KE 
u - : ] ` : tani P Sec BS Fes e 
in ignorance, so many passed on without knowing the wonder of malc ی‎ 
Khaos, such tragedy that they could not be convinced of the error of gz, „ 2 I a 
their ways until the very last. But our effort was not, is never, in 
vain for it is the hardest won souls that please our gods best. " E, camel nel C 
Great was our victory on that day, and great our gods sine | = FA سس‎ A ہے‎ 
it. For they sent the spirits of Khaos to bless us in our victory, who A اعا‎ Kiin ہے نے‎ aueh 

. ۱ 5 وج يدياه مم‎ a E - يع‎ un 
turned and consecrated the city known as Praag forever in our Gp سمه‎ coer hen E 
name. Their favour was great as the very city itself took life and SAE لطم‎ is ob Des 
gave us poor mortals the briefest glimpse of the perfection of their PEE RE 
realms. 


Then we did gather before the walls of the seat of the Ice Throne. 
We stood their all in our ranks: the chosen of the gods with iron skin 
and mighty weapons, the champions upon their steeds, the shamans 
= with their graces and incantations, the afflicted beast men with their 
تسم عع‎ calls and crude dedication, and as a sign of our most great favour, 
loce ez the legions of our gods' own had come to join us in our action. The 
| Fr immortal servants of Kharneth, Slaaneth, Nurgleth and Tzeeneth 
stood beside us in our advance. 


Together we fought these unbelievers, the men of the Ice Throne,‏ نے 
the men of the Hammer and Wolf and the dwarfs of the mountains‏ 

MA پچ‎ for we all joined together in one great prayer to our gods. But for all 
our efforts, and the greatness of the favour bestowed upon, these 
stubborn, fearful men could not lift their eyes from the ground to 
gaze into the infinite. And so, with so much accomplished, and yet 
so much more to complete, we left them to their damnation and 
returned back to our lands. 


But we are not ashamed of our deeds, or embittered by their igno- 
rance, for our way is open to all. The men of all the world will be 

ready to experience our glory one day, and on that day we shall in 
turn be ready for them. 








BLESSED SIGMAR SAVE ME, MY SOUL IS A BARREN WASTELAND AND ALL Me 7 
THOUGHTS ARE BLACK. I HAVE SEEN TOO MUCH. DEAR LORD I BEG YOU FOR 7 
he. dr a ALL ا‎ pav RNTJIS THE MEANING OF DESPAIR! Aa 
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ND AFTER ALL this was done, I looked | wild things did enter the towns and the cities z^... 7 7 4 
out upon the world and saw it in shadow. I | and savage the people cowering therein, ! سيدا‎ 


| looked to the sun and eclipsing my view stood | there was no defence to keep them away. Thus 2e 
s the mountain. And then I knew the last days 
i 



















the world was levelled and returned to its say- Be 
were upon us all. ۳ -a > A = 77 agery. EEE 
I raised my eyes to its peak and there stood a | And the Lord of Blood did stand before thezzz 
` N man. The man held his arms aloft against the | second creature, which was a bull of fire and ۱ 
light and from them issued forth the deepest | flowing metal, which had four legs and fo > 
| legs more and had a gaze of fire that scorched 
e fell upon. And this second. 4 
st شوگ‎ his master. An سے‎ 2 
the Lor d did raise his sword and 7^ | | 
trike | f this second creature from i ^o 
body, | AMAA 
ene as the blade cleaved through its neck | 
there blossomed a pillar of fire that reached up LZ ہے‎ | 
high above the world and then dove down to cn: 
| boreinto its heart. Upon which each hill and ee dezl 
mountain in the world was consumed in ite ےج‎ 
dame which shattered their peaks and threw Z 
them high into the air to fall upon the peoples 
fleeing their hidden homes. Thus none c کے تو‎ 
hide from 2 یں‎ wra CEPEK he 
= = حر‎ 
And the Lord of Blood did stand before the FA 
third creature that was a faceless steed of gre 
and white dust whose body did ebb and flow 
and gradually reformed with the winds tht AL A 
forever carried it apart. And this third creatuge £ 7 2 4 
did bow down before his master. And the Lord 
of Blood did raise his sword and strike the — 4 4 ‘ 
head of this third creature from its body. 2 á 3 A 


-Apdas the sword-blade struck the steed did 2 5”, 
disappear upon the winds and was carrie ۱ 
across the lands of the world. Wherever the ^^ > 4 4 
dust of its body touched the fertile earth 7 7 حر‎ 7 
became as dead ash, upon which no life could j 
ever bloom. Thus there could never more be 74 - 
new life of that basest kind that supports idee ez 
others. EXE 00 


And the Lord of Blood did stand before thez< 2 
fourth creature that was a formless being of ۰ ۰ 2۳ 7 
flowing flesh and pulsating veins whose body ۳ 
rippled and pulsed with every beat of its hear کے‎ ete 
And this fourth creature did bow down before... 
his master as best it could. And the Lord 5-5 


shadow the size of which could cover all the 
lands and plunge them into unnatural dark- 
ness. And as the darkness touched me I knew 
this to be the Blood Lord’Khorne, come to take 
his final toll. 2 = سے‎ 2 
















He leaped into the air and with him detachetl 
the shadow from the earth, and I saw jhat | 
these shades were his wings by which he 
would sweep away the king nations 
of this earth. 












Behind him followed es each 
with faces that looked ı 
peered upon them and k 
eight princes of blood, and their names were 
Bharoea, Folhlyytar, Kwenterraril, 
N’Nerthryl, Irshardyr, Yiotderss, uox 


and Gzardentane. 4 = 
And the Lord of Blood LEL to the island 


to the north of the great raised continent and 


| | did visit the altar in his name. There he placed 
N 








to be the 















his hand on the sword in place there and did 
reclaim the eternal blade, for the end times 
were now upon us all. 
















And the Lord of Blood did stand before t 
first creature which was iron and lead, 
which had 4 gs and four eyes and who 
walked with the roll of thunder and did bear 
upon his brow the mark of Khorne inscribed in 
a seal of black iron. And this first creature did 
bow down before his master. And the Lord of 
Blood did raise his sword and strike the head 
of this first creature from itgbody. Ea a 


















And when the head fell to the ground the 
world did quake and tremble as it had never 
done before. The walls and buildings of every 
town and city did fall to the ground, the 


mighty towers of the mortal nations did col- Blood did raise his sword and ملعا‎ 83 


lapse upon themselves. No fortress stood nor > 
no other structure was left standing and the | — 00-72 franer یس‎ 
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And the Lord of Blood did ۳ before the 
sixth creature which was of impenetrable 
darkness upon which no detail nor feature 
could be deciphered. And this sixth creature 

before his master. And the 
+ did raise his sword and strike 


head of this sixth creature from its | where it had fallen and strike the head off the 
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id courage and thoughts of war fled = 
heir bodies, and they cowered and fled from 


And'the Yds, the dead, the living and dae- 
| mons of the horde did turn upon one another 
with such will and savagery, that the slaugh- 
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INTRODUCTORY DISCOURSE 


ON THE 


LORD OF PLEASURE: SLAANESH 


VERSES 1-7 


Che Satin Throne 


“LET E\ 


PROMISES OF CHANGE, FOR I AM THE JOY OF NOW AND THE 1711151 “)11خ‎ 


1 SAW THE AETHYR’S GATE swing 
۱ wide, and a great voice, like the roaring 
of the ocean, resounded across the heavens: 
“Let all lands rejoice, for the Last and Most 


Beautiful is born! Hail to the Prince of | 


Delight! All praise to the Lord of Pleasure!” 


Then a figure appeared at the Gate, tall as 
the highest mountain and graceful as coiling 
mist. Both Man and Woman was He, and nei- 
ther of these as well. Wrapped in a cloud of 
purest white, with six stars upon His brow, 
His Coronet and mark of His Glory. All 
beauty was He, and All Desire was His name, 
and the multitudes gathered there fell silent 
at the sight of Him. 


When He spoke His words were as honey 
across my soul: “For as the rising sun brings 
the coldness of night to its end, so I have come 
to bring an end to toil and bitterness. Let 
every land set aside their Wrath and Despair, 
and release the empty promises of Change, 
for I am the Joy of Now and the Vindication 
of Life. I will love you as no other has or ever 
will, and you shall love Me in turn: with your 
bodies, with your minds and with your souls. 
I shall be your wife and your husband, your 
mistress and your lover, and in My arms you 
will find Purpose and Delight. Pleasure 
beyond all imagining is mine to bestow, if 
only you take Me into your hearts.” 


At these words, two in every three of the 
multitude gathered there prostrated them- 
selves at His feet, praising Him as their One 
True Lord, adoring Him as they had no other 
before. The Prince of Delight smiled upon 


LAND SET ASIDE THEIR WRATH AND DESPAIR, AND RELEASE THE EMPTY 


OF LIFE.” 


them, and took their souls into His embrace, 
ten thousand times ten thousand, and kissed 
them each and every one. In single file they 
slid between His perfect lips that stretched 
from horizon to horizon. And the Prince of 
Delight supped of them all, even as they cried 
out in joyful gratitude. 


Then, turning to the throng that had not 
thrown themselves at His feet, the Prince of 
Delight said: “Through the souls of your 
brothers and sisters I take My place as a forth 
amongst the Three; through their Pleasure I 
ascend my Throne.” 


And then the Prince set amongst the stars a 


| Throne that rippled and shone like finest 


satin, and there He reclined to give His com- 
mandments. “Raise buildings and sing songs 
to My glory. In My name, pursue your arts 
and enshrine all Beauty. Let all people follow 
their every desire, sate their every hunger, 
and deny themselves no adventure. For it is 
in these things, and in each other, that you 
will find the greatest pleasure, and it is 
through these things, and through each other, 
that you shall raise yourselves high, even onto 
the steps of My Throne.” 


Then a cloud passed over the face of the 
sun, and the Prince spoke again, His voice 
both syrup and poison: “You will take 
Pleasure in all that is, though your bodies will 
break and your souls be forfeit. You will do 
this, and do this gladly. For I am Slaanesh, 
most jealous of gods, most demanding of 
lovers, and My Thirst for you shall never be 
sated.” 
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A S WITH ALL THE Chaos gods, the so- 

called ‘Lord of Pleasure’ is known by many 

۱ names in many different lands. To the Tokmar 
tribesmen of the eastern steppes He is known as 
Loesh the Serpent, and to the Skaeling warriors 
of Norsca He is called Shornaal the Prideful. But 
the majority of us who are unfortunate enough 
to be conversant in such matters know this 
wicked god as Slaanesh. 


Perhaps it is just fancy brought on by my over 
worked mind, but even writing Slaanesh's name 
is enough to fill me with a tangible dread — as if 
by just thinking of Him my soul is made vulner- 
able: tainted. But think of Him I must, at least 
until this report is done. 


I have spoken with the Magisters of the College 
of Light, and they have imparted to me much of 
their wisdom that they have gleaned across the 
centuries concerning Slaanesh. The first thing 
they imparted about Him to me is that He is the 
youngest and most immature of the greater Gods 
of Chaos. Do not ask me by what measure they 
can judge this, for I truly have no notion. They 
said merely that Slaanesh was the last of the 
Four to gain consciousness, and as such, though 
He is part of the infinite-eternal of Chaos and 
therefore older than the stars, He is also little 
more than a youth. 


Yet the unique facets of the Pleasure God do 
not end with His comparative youthfulness. For 
of all the Great Powers of Chaos, Slaanesh alone 
possesses divine beauty. As a god, Slaanesh has 
the power to assume any form He desires; but be 
assured that any form He chooses will be perfect 
and breathtaking beyond all possible expecta- 

١ tion. In the statues and paintings lovingly 
crafted by His mortal servants, He is most com- 
monly portrayed as a flawlessly attractive youth: 
long-limbed, elegant, and haunting in His 
androgynous perfection. 


As a demonstration of the supposedly irre- 
sistible beauty of the Pleasure God, here follows 
an extract from the transcriptions of my interro- 

` gation of the Marquis Dolmancé, who was 
M exposed as being both founder and high priest of 
کی‎ a powerful Slaaneshi cult in Middenheim: 


A ; : ۳ ۱ 

٦ NN 9 “and you ask how I could do such a thing? 

dog ¥ : Well I ask you: How could I not? Once I had 
gazed upon the beauty of the Lord of Delight, I 
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AN INTRODUCTORY EXPOSTION ON THE COMPLICATED AND MULTI-FACETED 
ASPECTS OF THE PLEASURE GOD SLAANESH. INCLUDING AN ADMISSION OF 
THE INCONCLUSIVE NATURE OF THIS WORK. 


































knew I had no choice. To catch even a glimpse of 
His immortal radiance 1s to be swept away by the 
pure ecstasy His perfect form invokes. I gave up 
my soul willingly! He shall be my Lover and my 
Master for all eternity, and I shall be His!” 


I cannot imagine embracing eternal damnation ^ 
because I glimpsed the ‘immortal radiance’ of a 
daemon-god. I hope and pray that I will never be 
put in a position where I would have to test the 


certainty of my belief. ب‎ 


Though not as mighty as Khorne, nor yet as 
powerful as Tzeentch or widespread as Nurgle, 
this god, this daemon Slaanesh, is in one way 
more dangerous than His brother Lords of 
Chaos: to mortals, Slaanesh is the most beguiling 
of all the daemon gods. His demands, at least on 
the face of things, seem the most attractive and 
easy to comply with. For you see, the power of 
this heinous god does not lie in bloody warfare, 
daemonic sorcery or vile decay, as it does with 
His brothers; Slaanesh's power lies in exploiting , 
people's base desires to experience and ne 
pleasure. Simply that. 


Do not be deceived, however, for it on =~ 


apparent innocuity that makes Slaanesh the 
most seductive of all the Chaos predators. We | 
must bear in mind that the pursuit of pleasure is > 
very rarely innocent or constructive. Thus 
Slaanesh, the very embodiment of pleasure, is 

not innocent or constructive either. 


D 
500 
= 


Thought and emotion are complex and inter- 
twined things, and not so petty and easy to 
define as some within my brotherhood might 
wish to believe. For instance, I would challenge 
anyone who thought he or she could accurately 
define even such a widely accepted and impor- 
tant concept as love. In truth, love is not one 
thing but a blend of different drives and emo- 
tions, encompassing desire, passion, need, 
companionship, friendship, affection and many 
others, held together by one overarching notion 
— the notion of “love” itself. 








Using this as an example, it can be seen that 
the Chaos Gods — who are considered by some to 
be the personified manifestations of thought and 
emotion — must also, and by their very nature, be 
a blend of many different thoughts and feelings 
bound together by an overarching notion (i.e. the 
identity and names that mortals give them) and 
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given substance and independent energy by the 
stuff of Chaos. 


The Chaos Gods are immensely complicated 
entities, that have evolved across countless mil- 
lennia of intellectual and emotional evolution 
amongst the mortal races. 


To bring matters back to Slaanesh, “pleasure” — 
being the core experience that makes up the real- 
ity of Slaanesh — is like love, a blanket term 
given to an amalgam of similar and related sen- 
sations. There are many different types and 
- perspectives of what makes up ‘pleasure’, and 
the actions, events and motivations that lead to 
| the experience of pleasure are multifaceted and 
i not always wholesome. Is, for example, the 

pleasure gleaned from a particularly attrac- 
tive painting the same as a sadist might find 
in torturing a dog? Or is the sensual pleasure of 
eating a favourite delicacy the same as feeding 
debased thoughts through unsanctioned acts? 
It is the darker and self-destructive 
pleasures some glean from the 
alchemically induced ecstasy of opi- 
ate abuse, and the malevolent joys 
some find in petty 
cruelties or outright 
sadism that seem 
most related to 
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Slaanesh. But is it as simple as that? I think my 
investigations will prove otherwise. 


These divisions are but a few of the countless 
facets that make up the god Slaanesh, for 
although His core springs from the experience of 
pleasure, Slaanesh can also be seen as an amal- 
gam of all the diverse drives and emotions that 
surround the experience and concept of pleasure. 
These drives and emotions could include, for 
example, joy, contentment,  aestheticism, 
romance and love, and the potentially more dan- 
gerous feelings of greed, selfishness, 
lasciviousness, lust, and perversion. However, 
they are all linked, and the dangerous feelings 
often develop from the more innocent ones. 


Yet also, quite apart from being the compound 
of all the many facets of pleasure, and all the 
many emotions and drives that are associated 
with pleasure, Slaanesh is also a Purpose in His 
own right. This Purpose can be expressed as the 
drive to encourage in all mortal creatures the 
pursuit of, and need for, pleasure. 


It must be borne in mind, however, that mine 
are but crude divisions of the entirety that is 
Slaanesh, based around my own musings upon 
the various legends and existing theories I have 
read. In truth, Slaanesh is indeed all the things I 
have discussed, and far, far more — much more 
than I could hope to express in twenty such 
tomes as that which vou now hold. For the 

Chaos Gods are not just blind and self-pro- 
moting desires that we mortals have 
projected identity onto. Thev also pos- 
sess intelligence, self-awareness and 

willpower of their own, on a scale, and in 

a way, that no mortal could ever truly hope 

A æ 












A LONGSIDE SEEKING to promote the 

J. drives and emotions that empower them, 
the Gods of Chaos seek to harvest and feed upon 
the souls of mortals. Unlike emotions and con- 
cepts that are want to change from age to age, 
souls are immortal and largely unchanging, 
offering the Chaos Gods a never-ending source 
of sustenance and energy. Every soul that is ded- 
icated to the service of Chaos swells the power 
of the Chaos Gods, but however many souls an 
individual god may harvest, He will always 
desire more. 


| For this reason one could say that the Chaos 

۱ Gods value their mortal servants even above 

| their daemonic minions. When created by their 
gods, daemons (with the possible exception of 
Daemon Princes) are created to reflect a partic- 
ular aspect of His will, and so have little choice 
regarding their nature and characteristics. The 
only way the Gods of Chaos can increase their 
power is to recruit humans and other free willed 
creatures to their cause. 


Not all these recruits to the cause of Chaos are 
as easily identified as the marauding Northmen 
that have plagued our borders for so many cen- 
turies. Many converts lie hidden within human 
society, disguised as ordinary folk with normal 
occupations and interests. But these insidious 
turncoats wait only for a given moment to reveal 
their true loyalties. When they do, many will 
suffer for their treachery. 


These clandestine servants of Chaos represent 
a threat to civilisation at least as great as the 
dread armies that even now gather in the north. 
They gnaw at the hearts of our cities, undermin- 
ing those structures that have been put in place 
to combat the threat they pose. These subver- 
sives and heretics are not secular in nature, but 
are instead organised into secret cults, devoted 


Powers. 


The reports and figures given to me by the 
Templars of Sigmar show that all kinds of peo- 
ple, from all walks of life can find themselves 
attracted to the lure of Chaos - there is no sin- 


dedicated to the worship of Chaos are pro- 
scribed within the vast majority of civilised 
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BEING AN IN-DEPTH AND ALARMING INVESTIGATION INTO THE MYRIAD WAYS 
PEOPLE ARE ENSNARED BY CHAOS, AND THEIR ACTIONS AFTER THEY HAVE 
FALLEN PREY TO THE PLEASURE GOD’S DARK WHISPERINGS. 


| amongst those restless dreamers who cannot 


to the service and promotion of the Chaos | 
| nity, intellectual circle or artistic community. 


gular “type”. Indeed, the fact that all cults | 


cultures, sometimes gives these cults an air of | 




































mystery to those with perhaps more curiosity 
than sense. It is said forbidden fruit tastes 
sweeter, and this maxim proves especially true 


find an outlet for their ambitions or their sense 
of “adventure” within normal society. 


To some, it is the quest for wisdom and learn- لت‎ read a 
ing that lures them onto the Chaos Path. سيد‎ diis aa 
chance to gain knowledge of the Aethyr and the وس‎ 
magical energies it sources is, after all, a chance ^4 =, & 
to gain a knowledge that lends real power to the ۰ ے ےے‎ ander 
one who possesses it. There are others, however, كت مرك‎ 
who are attracted to Chaos simply to gain mate- کے‎ ^ . 
rial power: wealth, political influence or a azat Ké 
gathering of mindless followers. Many more of 2<aZane & 
those who turn to the Infernal Powers do so in mag ereid 4A 
an attempt to escape what they see as the day- u.“ f 
to-day drudgery of ordinary life. It is therefore 
no coincidence that the vast majority of the 
Chaos Gods' servants (at least within the 
civilised lands south of Norsca) are desperate 
individuals who have turned their backs on soci- 
ety at large — individuals who believe that their 
only hope of sanctuary lies in the bosom of 
Chaos. 





Yet, as I have suggested previously, the would- 
be servants of Chaos are diverse and manifold, 
for even amongst the comfortably wealthy there 
are those whose lust for unearthly power and 
arcane lore overrides their loyalty to their cul- 
ture and liege lords. All across our glorious 
Empire, even here in Altdorf that is the very 
heart of Sigmar's Holy Realm, there are multi- 
tudinous fools willing to dabble in things that 
are, and should remain, bevond their under- 
standing. The tragic folly is that not all of these 
misguided souls realise that they are worship- 
ping one of the Four Great Powers of Chaos. 


Some become involved quite innocently, 
believing that they are joining a warrior frater- 







But this does not excuse their lack of common 
wit. All proscribed cults are, by their very 
nature, secretive, and when faced with any clan- 
destine organisation I would expect all sensible 
people to shun them outright. This occult “mys- 
tery” adds a further air of romance and 
excitement to the cults, making them even more 
attractive to the gullible, the ignorant and the 
desperate, 
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THE INSIDIOUS PURPOSES OF transcend the mortal plain to become Daemon 
CHAOS CULTS Princes in the service of their god. I cannot help 


but wonder how so many can delude themselves 
Where some Chaos cults worship a whole pan- | into thinking that they will be chosen for such a 
theon of gods and daemons, those that possess a | dubious honour as daemonhood, when the 
greater knowledge of the individual Chaos | chances of being ‘elevated’ in this way are slim 
Powers more usually choose to single out one | to say the least. The vast majority of Chaos ser- 
deity as the object of their worship. The most | vants are simply consumed by the god they seek 
important Chaos deities, and therefore the ones | to venerate. Still, those who turn to the worship 
most commonly worshipped, are the Four Great | of Chaos seem quite content to overlook this 
Powers: Khorne, Tzeentch, Nurgle, and of | fact, and instead pile all their worries and con- 
course, Slaanesh. cerns into being caught by the witch hunters. 
This is understandable and prudent, as it is a 
very real danger for them. 


Of these, the most widespread of all Chaos 
cults, the most dangerous are the ones that seek 
to summon daemons directly from the Realm of | The witch hunters, or the Holy Orders of the 
Chaos into the Realm of Mortals. Sigmar alone | Templars of Sigmar as they are properly known, 
knows why these fools would attempt such feats withhold no effort in their mission to eradicate 
of insanity, as more often than not, those that | all traces of the taint of Chaos from within the 
succeed in summoning a Chaos entity are con- | boundaries of Sigmar’s Great Empire. Faced 
sumed and destroyed by the very creature they with the danger that the witch hunters represent, 

call forth. It does not take an expert to see that | all Chaos cults within the Empire are forced to‏ کے 
these cults represent a terrible threat to society at | remain as underground organisations, with their‏ 
FE =. large, and as a result they are hunted mercilessly initiates leading curious double lives. Unlike the‏ 
the witch hunters and various other righteous fearsome champions and warriors of Chaos who‏ دہےےےے 
organisations throughout the Empire. proudly proclaim their allegiance and bellow‏ 
their challenges for everyone to hear, the leaders‏ 
and initiates of a Chaos cult must hide behind a‏ 
facade of normality. Although I have no names,‏ 
according to my sources it is not unknown for‏ 
high-ranking noblemen, military commanders,‏ 
wealthy merchants and even, though I‏ 
despise the very thought of it, religious‏ 
leaders, to turn their backs on their more‏ 
wholesome gods and embrace the way of‏ 7 
fi / Chaos.‏ 


Regardless of the strange and some- 
times self-destructive methods they 
employ to achieve their goals, the 
objective of all Chaos cults is to 
survive, prosper, and eventu- 
ally afford its initiates a 
platform from 
where they 


Chaos cults are perhaps most common 
amongst the criminal elements of any given 
city. It is relatively easy to hide cult activities 
within other activities that are themselves secret 
and illegal but are of no real concern of the witch 
hunters. By means of bribery and political cor- 
ruption a cult leader can run a criminal empire 
without attracting the attention of the witch 
hunters, and can use the organisation to recruit 
new initiates. In this way, the cult can combine 
financial and subversive political power through 
the influence of its organised criminal activities, 
and also through the arcane power of the cult's 
daemonic patron. 


THE CULT MAGUS 


Anyone who is foolish and determined enough 
may found their own Chaos cult, but only those 
who have managed to attract the attention of 
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their patron deity, or at least a daemonic servant 
of their patron deity, can truly call themselves a 
Magus. “Magus” is the singular form of the term 
magi, which in itself is an abbreviation of the 
title magister, which is the formal mode of 
address for a sanctioned wizard or spell-caster. 
The authorities of the Empire have accepted 
Magi as the term to describe cult-leaders who 
have dedicated themselves body and soul to the 
service of Chaos, and have received some kind of 
seal of approval (or “Mark”) from their patron 
deity. In return for the uncertain favours of the 
Chaos Powers, Magi look to receive rewards and 
blessings in much the same way as an aspiring 
champion of Chaos might. So power, personal 
glory and self-satisfaction are the most common 
goals that drive potential Magi to become what 
they are. 


A magus communicates with his or her patron 
deity through various means, including divina- 
tion, trance-states and various kinds of ritual 
magic. If the magus is particularly favoured, his 
patron might reward him with a familiar to act 
as an intermediary between them. Familiars 
come in all shapes and forms. Animals are quite 
common, impish daemons have also been 
known, and even material artefacts like swords 
and mirrors have been given as familiars. It all 
seems to depend on the whim of the patron deity. 


Whatever intermediary is used, once the magus 
receives instructions from his patron, it is his 
duty to pass on those instructions to his under- 
ling cultists. Thse could be anything, from the 
disposition of rival cults or other enemies, to 
advice on future events. This offers the magus 


and his cult a tremendous advantage when it 
comes to trading, gambling or indulging in open 
conflict with the authorities, and it will last for 
as long as the Patron favours the magus. 


As a magus grows in power he may find that 
his cult of followers becomes too vast and 


| unwieldy for him to control in person. This is 
| especially true if he has started to accumulate 


the disfiguring mutations that come part and 
parcel with a Chaos God's favour. In these cases 
a magus will no longer be able to deal with out- 
siders directly, and he will have to appoint some 


| acolytes to carry out such tasks on his behalf. 


These acolytes will be the most faithful of all a 
magus's followers. There is always the risk that 
once faced with their magus's disfiguring muta- 
tions, and therefore the horrific truth of Chaos 
worship, the rank and file followers of the cult 
may be tempted to betray their master. But with 
his loyal acolytes acting as intermediaries, a 
magus can continue to operate his cult from 
behind the scenes. This does not necessarily 
detract from a magus's influence, because as his 
fellow cultists see him less and less frequently, he 
can seem to become an even more mysterious 
source of wisdom and power. 


COVEN AND CULT 
ORGANISATION 


The most important members of any cult are 
sometimes referred to as the ‘coven’. This inner 
circle of initiates and acolytes is made up of a 
magus's most trusted servants, and others 


| within the cult that have been marked out in 


some way by their patron Power. Only the coven 
have direct contact with the magus, and it is they 
who help perform the blasphemous ceremonies 
and sacrifices to summon daemons or communi- 
cate with their patron. As a rule, even if the main 
body of the cult does not know the true nature of 
their beliefs and practices, the coven most cer- 
tainly do. 


The remainder of a cult is made up of the ordi- 
nary cultists. These may vary in number from a 
mere handful to many thousands, depending on 
the influence of the cult they belong to. To every- 
one outside their cult, they will seem to lead 


| normal lives, perhaps even holding respected 


positions in the community they live in. Their 
true loyalties, however, will always lie with their 
cult. These rank and file cultists are the bricks 
from which the secret edifices of Chaos are built 
within our midst. Although they rarely know the 
true agenda of their cult, they will endeavour to 
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recruit new members from amongst their fami- 
lies and friends, whilst ensuring that potential 
enemies within their community meet with 
unfortunate ends. Only if the cult is required to 
rise up against the local authorities will its mem- 
bers reveal their true allegiance, taking up arms 
at the command of their magus. 


CULTIC ACTIVITIES WITHIN OUR 
BELOVED EMPIRE 


Cults can be any size. They often flourish under 
the guise of an innocent organisation or frater- 


nity, many of whose members may not even | 


realise that they are serving the interests of 
Chaos - at least, not until it is far too late to do 
anything about it. By building these organisa- 
tions, magi can infiltrate all levels of human 
society, preparing for their day of open rebellion. 


Extreme religious or p@litical organisations - 


s for Chaos cults, as 
tend to attract 
balanced individ- 
nds for subversive 


make particularly good f 
organisations-suehr-a$ thé 
power-hungry and mentall 
uals — ideal recruiting" grot 
and unwholesome cults. Aftthe organisation is 
particularly successful the t may acquire real 
influence and power. Trade’ juilds have also been 
known to hide cultic activiftes, and are targeted 
quite frequently by the witGy hunters for investi- 
gation. By manipülátt$: trade and local 
۱ economies, a cult 


about widespread disruption and suffering. It 
goes almost without saying that where there is a 
large proliferation of money there is corruption, 
and cultists can use this to their great advantage. 


As I have mentioned previously, illicit cults 
have been known in the past to hide their true 
nature behind the facade of a tolerated religion. 
Indeed, if a cleric of one of these religions turns 
to the worship of Chaos, it is probable that he 
will lead his entire flock astray through subtle 
manipulation of doctrine and practise. Such is 
the trust that the peasants of our land put in 
their preachers and priests that they could 
remain quite unaware that the shrine they have 
come to worship before has become a dark altar 
to Chaos. 


CULTS AND WARFARE 


Chaos cults are always alert to the dangers of 
discovery, and if they are discovered they can 
only hope to protect themselves through force of 
arms. Even cults whose power is based upon 
mercantile or political influence have shown 
their readiness to fight if necessary. No matter 
how large or small they have been, every cult 
that has been discovered to date has had a plan 
to help themescape arrest and survive. 


Chaos cults leave no stone unturned 

where their own protection is con-‏ م 

cerned. They amass armouries of 

weapons and equipment, and often 

try to infiltrate and subvert the local 

militias. More powerful cults might be 

able to summon aid from various 

outlaw or Chaos warbands, or they 

might have treaties with other cults 

to supply aid in times of need. 

Although not all of them are willing 

to join with others, even when they 

are all under threat, many have been 

known to put aside their differences for 

a common cause. This has meant that 

expeditions sent into a region to locate and 

purge a cult that has been uncovered have 

sometimes found themselves up against 
much larger forces than anticipated. 


Sometimes, or so I have been told, the 
magi of certain cults have managed to 
summon aid of a far deadlier variety 
from beyond the Northern Wastes. 
When these cults are driven to war it 1s 


ER LZ terrible indeed, for they are accompa- 


“nied by mighty Chaos warriors, and 








perhaps even daemonic assistance, depending on 
the cult’s standing in the eyes of their patron. 
These cultic forces include such a wide variety of 
troops that it has proven very difficult for the 
forces of the Empire to predict and identify what 
they are up against. Which is no small part of the 
reason that I have been tasked with this investi- 
gation. 


THE SUPERIORITY OF THE 
SIGMARITE CHURCH 


At this stage of my investigations I would like to 
express my own personal views with regards to 
the multi-theism of our beloved Empire. 


The majority of the religions followed by 
Imperial citizens are polytheistic in nature, and, 
although I know this to be an unpopular view, I 
believe that it is this polytheism that leaves us 
open to the insidious machinations of the Chaos 
Gods. The Old Gods of our world are so diverse 
and have so many varying aspects, that it is 
sometimes difficult to discern where one god 
ends and another begins. Who can say with any 
real accuracy whether an obscure god wor- 
shipped in a small village in the northern 
provinces is, for instance, a local ancestor-deity, 
an aspect of warlike Ulric, or indeed an aspect of 
the god of violence himself, Bloody Khorne? 


It is impossible to know with any great cer- 
tainty where aspects of the Old Gods end and 
aspects of the Chaos Gods begin. In earlier 
investigations I explored how the God of 
Murder, Khaine, and the Bull God of the few 
dwarfs that are known to have fallen to Chaos, 
could both be reflections of the entity that is 
Khorne. If this is true, who can say where Ulric, 
the Middenheimers' god of battle and winter, or 
Myrmidia, the Tilean goddess of war end, and 
where Khorne begins? 


In order to see the natural dangers of polythe- 
ism in our society, I believe all one has to do is 
look towards the strange religions of Norsca, 
where all gods and daemons, wholesome or oth- 
erwise, are worshipped in one great pantheon. If 
polytheism leads us to recognise all gods as a 
united pantheon, it is just a small step to begin 
fearing the most threatening gods within that 
pantheon, and then to actively seek appeasement 
from these gods, or to venerate them exclusively 
as a form of insurance against harm. 


This temptation to appease potentially danger- 
ous gods — especially amongst those of us who 
live in difficult and dangerous circumstances - is 
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real, and perilous. If everyone were to simply 
pick and choose their gods depending upon their 
mood, how easy would it be to turn to Khorne 
for strength in times of war, or Nurgle in times of 
plague, or Slaanesh whenever life seemed dull or 
tedious? 


Surely then, it is wiser for all citizens of the 
Empire to keep Holy Sigmar as our one and only 
God? Like the dwarfs and their Ancestor Gods, 
Sigmar was born amongst His people, as one of 
us, before He ascended to godhood. He united 
us, forged this great Empire which is the envy of 
the world, and He taught us how to fight the 
forces of entropy. We know what He is and what 
He desires from us; His only aspect is that of our 
beloved Emperor-God, Sigmar Helden-hammer. 


The cult of Sigmar is already the state religion 
of our Empire. It is my firm belief that this 
should be taken further. We, the priests and cler- 
ics of Sigmar, should petition for our faith to 
become the sole religion of the Empire. After all, 
were it not for He, the Empire would not have 
come into existence. To begin this process we 
should distance ourselves from the many cults of 
the Old Gods and cease to refer to ourselves as a 
“cult”. We represent the true religion of our 
Great Empire, and we should establish ourselves 


| as its One True Faith. 


Even to some members of my own faith my 
thoughts are considered radical. But to survive 
the coming darkness we must all become radi- 
cals, lest the Empire and all humanity risk 
falling into damnation. 





































































Worshippers of Slaanesh _ 


MOSTLY AN OVERVIEW OF THE CULTS OF SLAANESH, AND THEIR INSIDIOUS 
CORRUPTION OF OUR SOCIETY. ALSO EXAMINING THE REASONS PEOPLE 


EMBROIL THEMSELVES WITH SUCH DANGEROUS GROUPS. 





H AVING BECOME conversant in the many | 
theories and legends surrounding the 


Pleasure God, I was granted by my superiors a 


special dispensation to meet and question certain 


heretics awaiting execution in the dungeons of 
the witch hunters. 


The majority of the prisoners I have spoken to 
had been arrested on charges of deviancy and the 
practice of proscribed activities, with only a few 
of them admitting openly to the worship of 
Slaanesh. These few seemed reconciled to the 
point of excitement about their dreadful fate, and 
were more than happy to explain their beliefs and 
practices to me, although none of them could be 
drawn out to discuss how widespread their activ- 
ities were throughout our beloved Empire. 


suffice to say, Slaanesh is not so much a god of 
warriors as He is one of aesthetes and artists, and 
of lovers and sensualists. It follows then that 
within Southern nations His worship is strongest 
in the large and affluent cities, where indulgence 
and hedonism are more commonplace. 


The most foolhardy worship Slaanesh under 
His own name. The Slaaneshi principle of 
indulging every whim and tasting every vice 
makes Him the most popular of the Chaos deities 
amongst the indolent rich. They see His worship 
as a titillating diversion from their dull lives of 


wealth and NM TN 


But there is a darker reason why some turn to 
the explicit worship of Slaanesh: power. To a 
truly dedicated servant who has the ambition to 
step beyond the role of a mere cultist, the 
rewards can be great indeed. For Slaanesh has it 
within His power to instil His most favoured fol- 
lowers with a portion of His own radiant glory. 
Any such mortal would then be idolised for his 
stunning beauty and elegance, winning favour 
amongst his peers without the need for any effort 
on his part. 


This causes me to wonder how many lords and 
politicians have turned to Slaanesh in order to 
secure their positions of power, or to gain sup- 
port and respect from his fellows? I fear that any 
guess I might hazard would be far too low a fig- 
ure. 


Yet, despite all this, a considerable number of 
those who worship Slaanesh do so without real- 
ising. Returning to the witch hunters' reports, 
two in every three of the pleasure-cultists cap- 
tured seemed surprised when the true nature of 
their cult is revealed to them. But, rightly or 
wrongly, the witch hunters maintain that igno- 
rance of one's heresy provides no exemption 
from the punishment it incurs. This unfortunate 
group of the 'innocent' damned, unwittingly 
dedicate themselves to Slaanesh by their pas- 
sionate desire and fervent prayers to experience 








greater pleasure than that provided by their 
daily routines. 


Such people as these rarely set out to become 
deviants and daemonologists, but are trapped 
within the creeping addiction and decaying sen- 
sitivity that comes with the first blessings of 
Slaanesh’s favour. By the time these hopeless 
addicts join a Slaaneshi cult they have, invari- 
ably, already sought out a plethora of new 
sensations and activities in their desperation to 
alleviate the terrible withdrawal pains that have 
been left to them by the total absence of delight 
in their lives. 


The first few steps along the path to Slaanesh 
are easy for these people, even pleasurable. But 
the way becomes much harder in a very short 
space of time. Once one has accepted Slaanesh 
as master and mistress (for although I have 
referred to this god as ‘He’, It is in fact neither 
male nor female — or perhaps both), all pleasur- 
able sensations are heightened and made more 
crystalline. But there is a high price. The price 
for this ‘reward’ is that no endeavour will give 
quite the same satisfaction the second or third 
time around. 


In this, the blessings of Slaanesh can be com- 
pared to a potent opiate. The more pleasurable 
the sensation the first few times it is experi- 
enced, the more eager one is to try it again. But 
each time it is tried, the dependency for it grows, 
while something of the sensation is lost. 
Eventually, the experience must be sought just 
to bring oneself up to a normal state of mind 
and being, but the pleasure one once received 
from it has long since drained away. 


So it is with Slaanesh. 


Whereas one might start along Slaanesh’s path 
with innocent intentions, (perhaps to better 
appreciate or produce one’s art, for instance), by 
very merit of the fact that one has embraced this 
unkind deity, the original intention will soon be 
lost to a desperate craving for new sensations. It 
is as if Slaanesh heightens the feelings of pleas- 
ure of new converts, only to deliberately suck 
that pleasure away, along with the ability to feel 
any real pleasure for anything ever again, leav- 
ing in its place a terrible craving to experience 
something, anything, new. In this way, 
Slaaneshi converts are pushed to greater acts of 
sensualism, and eventually decadence, in a 
never-ending search to find some new pleasure 
in life. Suffice to say, it is not long before con- 
verts to Slaanesh become exceedingly jaded and 
increasingly desperate individuals. 


Worshippers of Slaanesh 


But having sucked all exuberance from His 
new servant, Slaanesh still needs and requires 
His followers to promote and experience the 
pleasure that He Himself is a product of. And so 
these drained and cynical individuals are driven 
to seek aid from others who understand their 
terrible craving, and in doing so they take the 
next step in their journey towards ultimate 


| damnation. They join a cult. 


The only requirements for joining an active 
Slaaneshi cult are the unswerving dedication to, 
and active proliferation of, the pursuit of pleas- 
ure, and a willingness to explore every possible 
avenue of delight to its very end. This must be 
done regardless of any conventional codes of 
decent behaviour and any law. Once oaths to 
this affect have been sworn, and certain sacri- 
fices have been made, colour seems to re-enter 
the world for the initiates, and they are free to 
experience and experiment with pleasure once 
more. 


There is a further price however, beyond the 
eventual damnation of the initiate’s soul, in that 
once dedicated to Slaanesh, only the most 
deviant and perverse of activities will stimulate 
any pleasure in the initiate. And so, in this way, 
Slaanesh gives birth to another generation of 
His sadistic followers; hedonists bent on cor- 
rupting all the codes and laws that civilisation 
requires if it is to survive. 


Once welcomed into a cult, initiates are given 
access to a glorious new world of sensation that 
they would not necessarily have been able to 
experience in their normal lives. Every sensa- 
tion, every vice and every debauchery that the 
human mind can conceive of (and many that the 
human mind has not) are theirs to experience. 
Whatever residual beliefs or morals they might 
have left over from their lives before joining the 
cult, are soon washed away by an unending flow 
of physical, intellectual and emotional pleas- 
ures. 


The organised worship of Slaanesh generally 
takes the form of great orgies, where every vice 
and perversion is enshrined as sacred. All are 
welcome within the cults of Slaanesh, and no 
particular aptitude or skill is needed to become 
a devotee. For those few who have already 
started on the road to Slaanesh, knowingly or 
otherwise, joining a cult and formally swearing 
themselves body and soul to the eternal service 
of the Prince of Chaos is the only way for them 
to experience the pleasure they so desperately 
crave. 





















































THE PARALLEL HISTORIES & LAMENTABLE FATES 






Che Brothers von Gottlieb 





BEING A FAITHFUL TRANSLATION, FROM THE DARK TONGUE, OF THE 
TERRIBLE LEGEND OF THE BROTHERS VON GOTTLIEB. A CAUTIONARY TALE 
FOR ANY WHO CRAVE POWER AND GLORY. 


H EAR NOW the tale of Lothar and Johann 
von Gottlieb, raised to fine silks and soft 
leathers. In their mortal lives they craved power, 
glory, success and all that accompanies such — 
much as other men do. They were ambitious like 
their father, but of him I shall speak no further; 
for the old Baron is not yet in his grave. 


Darkness was in the hearts of these brothers. 
They listened, watched, and learned; but they 
understood little. Slaanesh seduced Lothar, 
whispering His promises of pleasure beyond 
pleasure. To the second son Khorne promised 
nothing, but Johann demanded nothing. He had 
already killed and found it to his taste. 


How these brothers grew to despise each other! 
How lamentably does love oft times turn to hate! 


Did Johann chase Lothar, seeking his blood? 
Or did he run from the unwholesome pleasures 
Lothar sought in his company? It matters not. 
Their hatred drove them from their home, into 
the waiting arms of their dark new gods. Each 
chose to climb the slippery ladder of Chaos, 
hatred their first handhold, loathing of a brother 
their first step. 


“Such a short and easy climb!” crooned 
Slaanesh. 


“A true warrior has no fear!” bellowed Khorne. 


And so the scramble for power began. A scram- 
ble that would end in but one of two ways: the 
triumphant shriek, voiced from the throat of a 
newly-born daemon, or the gibbering of a once- 
man, spawn of Chaos, wallowing in the stench of 
its own failure, condemned by Providence and 
abandoned by Mercy. But which fate is the 
worse? Who indeed can say? 


Johann von Gottlieb. Murderer, hater, willing 
servant of Khorne. His bloody road led ever 
deeper into Chaos. He was unwise when he first 
killed, and with each new slaying his folly only 
grew. Each death marked him as Khorne’s own, 
each drop of blood raised him higher in 
Khorne’s sight. But it was his last killing as a 
true man that marked him out: Johann slaugh- 
tered one of Khorne’s own champions. 








Johann bellowed his victory to the sky. The 
slain champion’s blood was for Khorne, but the 
champion’s armour of darkest metal, forged in 


| the far off smithies of Chaos, was for Johann. 


Johann’s handhold was firm, his reach was long 
enough for the climb ahead. In that moment the 
darkness within him burst free, and two terrible 
horns, curved like those of a ram, sprouted from 
his temples. Johann was marked as the Blood 
God’s servant. 


And what of the other von Gottlieb? There are 
many roads to Chaos, and Lothar galloped along 
his chosen path with surpassing zeal and fer- 
vour. Nothing was beyond him. No creature, no 
man, no woman or child, living or dead, was safe 
from his depravity. But his loyalty was hidden 
from the eyes of others. Fools would wonder why 
Lothar always wore gloves, and pitied that one 
so young should have rheumatic fingers. But in 
truth, the creature within had shown itself, and 














Lothar’s long, clever fingers had grown sharp 
curving talons. The first mark of Slaanesh had 
been made, and Lothar bore this blemish with 
misguided pride. 


Many indeed are those that debauch them- 
selves in the name of Slaanesh, and Lothar fell in 
with one such sect. He rose rapidly in their coun- 
cils, for his mind was more than apt to their 
purposes. He was inventive and quick-witted, 
and he amused his colleagues with the original- 
ity and vitality of his contributions to their 
cause. 


As Lothar climbed in secret stature, his loyalty 
became ever more visible. No longer were his 
hands his only Mark. He bore the new blemish in 
the most horrific fashion. His tongue had ever 
been persuasive — a seductive lure to the unwary 
— who he used for his pleasure and worship. And 
so it remained his snare, but no normal man had 
such a long and twisting thing within his jaws. 
The lash of his tongue had become dangerous 
indeed! 

Lothar fled, the witch hunters chasing at his 
heels, until he reached the northern wastes and 
the Chaos that lay beyond. Already a champion 
to the cause of Slaanesh, he turned and slew his 
pursuers, cursing forever the lands of his birth. 














From then 
Lothar was freed to 
wander and despoil as he saw fit, and he 
embraced Slaanesh with renewed vigour. 


As for Johann, his way was ever upward in the 
favour of Khorne. His ruthless course was 
marked in blood and skulls — blood for the Blood 
God; skulls for the Throne of Khorne. Death had 
no rest where Johann chose to walk. 


As reason slipped away from him, Johann 
burned with a hate for all those too weak to take 
the warrior's path. This hatred gnawed at his 
heart, finding expression in the changes that 
time wrought on his face. Where once there had 
been a young man proud of his looks, there 
became only Johann the Beast. Where his face 
had been handsome, it now stretched into the 
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snarling muzzle of a great hunting dog. 


Johann’s new visage was the match of his 
nature. He had become a hunter of men, and he 
himself was no longer a man. Only the outer 
shell remained, for within he was Khorne crea- 
ture, both mind and soul. 


Blood and slaughter had brought the Blood 
God’s favour, and further blood kept Khorne’s 
approval. And as Johann grew in power and 
climbed ever higher, his place amongst Khorne’s 
Chosen was distinguished in new ways. The 
higher he climbed, the further was his reach and 
the more savage his behaviour became. Ever and 
anon, when the weakest of his warband hesi- 
tated at their master’s callousness, they were 
themselves to be counted amongst the fallen. 


And as his triumphant progress continued, 
Johann lost the last pretence of his human form. 
Two new arms sprang from his shoulders, and his 
unearthly armour, forged from the stuff of Chaos, 
writhed and changed to match his new frame, 
and so became ever more intricate and elaborate. 


The other von Gottlieb had also achieved 
much. In a secret ritual Lothar had, for his devo- 
tion to Slaanesh, been granted armour of his own. 
It was fashioned from pale leathers, perhaps the 
magical skins of daemons and angels, but its sup- 

ple appearance was deceptive. It 

formally marked Lothar as one of 

Slaanesh’s Chosen, a 

despoiler and taker of 

pleasure. 


His status was 
equal to that 
of his 




















































Che Brothers von Gottlieb 


hated brother Johann, although this hatred had 
become almost-forgotten baggage from his past. 
He did not think often of the past, for remem- 
brance of what he had been brought realisation 
of what he had become. For by no means were 
all the taints of Slaanesh infections of the spirit. 
Lothar’s flesh had been prey to the mutations of 
his calling, and as his chosen Patron rewarded 
him, his physical condition began to prey upon 
his mind, diverting his thoughts from the pleas- 
ures at hand. 


Johann had no diversions. Thought, the curse 
of weaklings and the disloyal, was driven from 
his mind in a welter of gore and destruction. His 
climb was sure and his path awash with the 
blood of those that he had slain in his Master’s 
name. He had scaled the heights of his devotion 
to the Blood God, and yet his journey was not 
vet over. In his still-mortal hand he clutched a 
daemon blade, a creature of darkness given new 


shape with a keen and blood-hungry edge. Its | 


clawed hilt grasped at Johann’s loyalty and held 
it steady. 


Armed and armoured in Khorne’s colours and 
in a manner pleasing to himself, it had been a 
long time since Johann has passed as a normal 
man. But why would he want to? He had the 
strength of many men, and a bloodlust and ani- 
mal cunning to match the most feral of beasts. 
His mind compounded and knew not the mean- 
ing of doubt. 





Doubt breeds doubt, and Lothar’s uncertainty 


| was indeed prolific. His thoughts weighed him 


down, as did the pain of his newest transforma- 
tion. Lothar’s eyes, as cunning as his tongue at 
weakening the resolve of his oft unwilling vic- 
tims, were merging into a massive and singular 
orb. Possibly Lothar’s alteration was a punish- 
ment from Slaanesh, for a neglected lover is 
vengeful indeed. 


Lothar paused in his climb to power, and dis- 
covered anew that an upward path sometimes 
has no safe downward course. Trapped and 
helpless, doomed to climb further yet lacking the 
faith and the courage to take the final steps, 
Lothar slipped. His thoughts, so full of pleasure 
and pain, so ravaged by plague and doubt, 
finally mastered him, and he fell from his state of 
disgrace, and plunged into the abyss of the used 
and discarded. Stronger men than he had dashed 
themselves upon the rocks of Chaos, and a 
weaker creature than he would have ended its 
own existence than face Lothar’s fate amongst 
the Spawn. Yet Lothar had a strength of his 
own; as he fell, his purpose in serving Slaanesh 
was reborn, and in his changed nature loyalty 
flowered again like a rank weed. Even as he was 
changed into a monstrous creature, Lothar 
shrieked his eternal allegiance to his darkling 
lord. 


Lothar’s frame was tormented and warped 
into an inhuman form. He had been a champion, 
a daemon awaiting birth, a prince awaiting his 


' crown, and vet he was condemned to a horrible 


and mindless existence. A wat- 
tled crest grew 
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brow, his cyclopean eye became stalked, tenta- | still, pains and pleasures of which he had never 
cles, tipped with cruel claws, sprang from his | dreamt were his for the taking. The pleasure of 
shoulders, his torso swelled to enormous size | warm flesh, torn from its owner, and the pain 
and two more legs grew from his hips, hairy | of howling cries filled with loss to an uncaring 
and twisted as those of a goat. His fall from | sky. 


humanity was complete. ۱ 
1 Lothar and Johann von Gottlieb. Regard 


Even as Lothar’s fall was ending, so too was | them in their fates. They craved power, glory, 
Johann’s climb. This, the second von Gottlieb | success and all that accompanies such — much 
had also been twisted further by Chaos, and a | as other men do. They were ambitious, and the 
tail, tipped with a snapping human face, | way they chose to satisfy those ambitions is 
waved at his back. Yet such a minor Mark was | open to any others who dare to take it. 
of little consequence to Johann. The last hand- 
hold was taken, the last scramble made, and 
the mortal Johann slaughtered the last victims. 
He had kept his awful faith with the Blood 
God and had earned his final reward. He had 


But think on this: Lothar, the decadent and 
depraved fool, runs with the Spawn, and 
Johann thinks and acts with the mind of his 
Master. So where and in what is their victory 
over Chaos? Where now are the free men, 


reached the summit of his bloody ambition. MI 
| i Lothar and Johann? — سے‎ 
F 3 G a ” =e, 
Khorne’s faithful servant screamed the news à = ee سے‎ age ا‎ 
Where indeed? ur lo To 


of his victory to his master. Johann, once a 
man, was born anew into daemon flesh. 
Vulnerable mortality, his rightful inheritance, 
had been cast aside. He became a servant of 
Khorne in all ways and was now truly an 
immortal creature of Chaos. He was filled with 
a daemon’s cunning and thirst for destruction, 
a craving that had no mortal equal. 
Johann had ascended the pinnacle of 
darkness, and all his wildest dreams 
were within his grasp. Deathless, an 
eternity of blood and murder stretched 
before him... 



















And eternity had, in its turn, cast aside 
Lothar von Gottlieb — also once a man. Yet 
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BEING AN EXTENDED STUDY OF THE CAUSES AND EFFECTS OF POSSESSION, 
AND THE SPECIFIC WAY IN WHICH THE RIGHTEOUS MAY PURGE THE INVADING 
DAEMON FROM THE HOST. 


| HERE IS A WAR being fought for the souls 
. of all mortal beings. It is a war without end, 
fought across land and sea, and more impor- 
tantly, through the hearts and minds of men. 


As has been proven time and again, and much 
to our growing despair, that the denizens of the 
Empyrean can, and indeed do, manifest them- 
selves upon the Mortal plane. However, such is 
the horror that these daemonic entities provoke, 
and such is the sheer devastation that they cause, 
few that have seen them realise the severe limi- 
tations that these daemons must operate within. 


Daemons are wholly and entirely creatures of 
magic, or in other terms, they are manifestations 
of very specific psychic and spiritual energies. To 
creatures such as these, magic is as important to 
their continued existence as air is to humans, and 
when taken from their “natural” magically satu- 
rated habitat, daemons are in many senses like 
fish out of water. It is for this reason and this rea- 
son alone that our world is not already overrun 
with the denizens of the Warp. Only when the 
Aethyr’s winds blow strongly across the land can 
these daemons manifest themselves, and even 
then only for a comparatively short period of 
time. 


Regrettably there are other ways and means 
for these foul beings to access our world, and 
there are some foolish enough to aid them in this 
endeavour. 


DAEMONIC POSSESSION 


Since its earliest genesis, humanity has been sub- 
ject to the influences of magic. The Magisters of 
the Colleges of Magic speak of a Great Gateway 
at the northernmost point of our world, where 
raw magical energy leaks into our reality. This 
magic saturates everything around us. Because 
of this, we all live under the shadow of the Gods 
of Chaos. Despite the fact that Holy Sigmar has 
shown us the way to conquest and redemption, 
we are still subject to the temptations of Chaos. 
For our war is not simply against flesh and blood 
enemies, but against the principalities and 
Powers of Chaos. 


Everything that lives is, to some degree or 
another, a tabernacle for the pure energies of the 
magic, and each and every mortal creature are as 


much vessels of magic energy as they are gener- 
ators of it. The greater the intelligence, emotive 
responses and creativity of a species, the greater 
effect they have on the ebb and flow of this 
energy and the closer they are to its influence. 
Being as intelligent life has the closest ties to the 
Warp, the physical form of intelligent beings 
have the capacity to contain more of a daemonic 
entity’s purpose and power than simpler forms 
of life, such as plants or livestock. 


Whereas it is not unprecedented for a tree or 
animal to be possessed by a Warp entity, such 
possessions are rarely of any great power and are 
of limited use to the possessing daemon. 
Possessing a mortal creature takes great effort on 
the part of a daemon, and so will only ever be 
attempted if the gains for the daemon far out- 
weigh the losses. 


There are certain blasphemous ceremonies that 
can make the possession easier for a willing dae- 
mon, and there are some rituals that can even 
force a daemon into occupying a mortal body 
against its will. The most alarming thing with 
regard to this nightmarish process is that the vic- 
tim does not have to give himself voluntarily for 
these unholy rites to work — a daemon can be 
bound even into the most unwilling of hosts! 


However, while our mortal bodies yet live, our 
souls can never be simply consumed nor 


| deprived of liberty by the daemons of Chaos. If 


this were the case then our species would have 
been consumed long ago. No, the truth is that 
through possession, a daemon can only take con- 
trol of its victim's body, and ravage its victim's 
living mind - it cannot take the soul unless it is 
freely given, or unless some sort of bargain is 
struck, intentionally or otherwise. 


VOLUNTARY POSSESSION & 
DAEMON-HOSTS 


Voluntary possession, as its name implies, is the 
sanctioned displacement of one's own personal- 
ity and soul, and the instatement of the power 
and will of a daemonic entity. In the case of vol- 
untary possession, the daemon is actuallv invited 
to enter a human to fulfil some nefarious scheme, 
or to be praised as some insanely dangerous item 
of worship. 
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To one such as I, voluntary possession seems to 
be the ultimate insanity, but there are those 
within various Chaos-worshipping cults who 
give their bodies freely, so that their dark mas- 
ters might walk abroad on our world. Whether 
such willing hosts know that they are sacrificing 
their minds and souls for this process to succeed, 
or whether they foolishly believe that they will 
have equal status with the summoned daemon 
residing within their body, is unknown to me. 
Yet whatever the subject believes prior to having 
a daemon bound within him, the majority of 
those that willingly give themselves up for dae- 
monic possession become little more than 


daemon-hosts — beings whose will and identity | 


have been completely sublimated by the possess- 
ing daemon. 


Because the host has given himself voluntar- ۳ 


۱ ily and completely to the possessing daemon, م‎ 

| and has often sold his soul in the process, 
the daemon does not have to fight to sup- 
press its host’s will. It is as if the host 
presents a fully furnished house for the 
daemon to occupy. The daemon forces as 
much of its own power and identity as it 
can into its host’s mortal frame, con- 
suming its host’s soul and mind in 
the process. 


The human frame is not 
| intended to house such raw pow- 

| ers as those carried by daemons, 

| and the daemon-hosts' bodies 
tend to be warped quite 
quickly by the power of the 
entity residing within them. 
In time, the host's body 
will break down into a 
state that can no longer 
sustain the possessing 
daemon, and the 
entity will be forced 
to return to the 
Realm of 
Chaos. 
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Those who willingly give up their bodies for dae- 
mon possession will not survive the experience — 

















they are doomed in both body and spirit. 


INVOLUNTARY AND 
* ACCIDENTAL" POSSESSION 


It matters not how well one lives one's life, or 
how dutiful one is in religious observances, a 
daemon can be bound within anyone. 


The involuntarily possessed can be divided 
into two types: those who have had a daemon 

bound within them through the efforts of some 
4, external medium (such as through the machi- 
û nations of a cult Magus or daemonologist), 
N and those unfortunates who have unwit- 
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the untrained use of magic, or contact with a 
daemonic artefact of some kind. (see Lothar 
Drach’s Casebook) 


Although the majority of possessing daemons 
gain access to the real world by means of certain 
spells and rituals performed by the mortal fol- 
lowers of Chaos, they are also capable of 
entering reality through the minds of over-ambi- 
tious or untrained magic-users. Those with 
latent magical abilities who have not been 
taught how to control their powers (or warlocks 
and witches as such untrained spell-casters have 
come to be known) are potential gateways into 
the Mortal Realms for certain daemons. 


The Templars of Sigmar have, over the years, 
attempted to contain, and where necessary, elim- 
inate, the threat posed by such unprotected 
minds. Relatively speaking, daemonic intrusions 
into the minds of such wilders are uncommon. 
This being said, the wickedness that a single 
daemon can wreak is out of all proportion with 
their rarity. 


Unlike a willing host, the daemon within an 
involuntarily possessed host leaves few clues to 
betray its presence — at least at first. Because the 
mortal whom the daemon intends to possess 
would almost certainly fight to drive the entity 
from his mind, and perhaps expose the cult or 
artefact that instigated the possession initially, 
the daemon tends to keep a relatively low pro- 
file. Only a little of the daemon’s power enters 
the host to start with, and so the physical mark- 
ings that are normally associated with possession 
take longer to develop. 


Rather than reveal itself to its new host, the 
possessing daemon will more often than not 
watch and wait, settling into the unused corners 
of its host’s mind, slowly poisoning his thoughts 
against those around him. In this way the dae- 
mon will hope to win over its host, or at least 
trick the host into relinquishing his soul. While 
this is happening the host often continues with 
his normal life, unaware that he is possessed or 
that his thoughts and actions are being turned 
slowly to the service of Chaos. 


Occasionally the host mind is strong enough to 
detect the daemon’s influence and put up some 
kind of resistance, but sadly even the most 
unwilling host is eventually broken by the horror 
of this more than intimate contact with an infer- 
nal entity. As the host’s mind is driven to 
insanity, destroyed or consumed, the daemon 
takes total control of the host’s body. Once this 
has occurred, the host is no longer of any impor- 





tance to the daemon, and the body is truly that 
of the daemon’s. 


It is the nature of magic to unpick reality, and 
so the daemon, a conscious personification of 
magic, cannot prevent its warping effect on its 
newly acquired mortal shell. Gradually the body 
will mutate, twisting into a grim distortion of its 
former shape. This is a never ending process and 
it is only a matter of time until the daemon’s 
presence becomes apparent by the mutation of 
its host’s body. 


Yet even when this point arrives, the daemon is 
far from powerless to defend itself. Once it has 
gained access to the mortal realms, a daemon 
may always attempt to find itself a new host, 
transferring itself into another body. Such is the 
trauma of this transfer that the original host 
often suffers violent seizures and often dies dur- 
ing it. The daemon is then free to start the cycle 
all over again, continuing its dark work until its 
new body begins to mutate. 


THE SIGNS OF POSSESSION 


Although some poor unfortunates possessing 
severe physical deformities have in the past been 
wrongly accused of bearing the mark of Chaos, 
the doctrines of our Holy Church are careful to 
define the more definite signs of daemonic pos- 
session. These signs include: supernatural 
strength, often accompanied by fits and convul- 
sions: extreme changes in personality: having 
knowledge of the future or other occult informa- 
tion and being able to understand and converse 
in languages previously unknown to the host vic- 
tim. 


Depending on the type of entity that possesses 


| the victim, there are other more specific indica- 


tors of daemonic possession. These can include: 
the practice of lewd and obscene acts, most often 
associated with Slaaneshi daemons: the physical 
corruption and horrible smells of sulphur and 
decay that are associated with Nurgle's daemons 
or the insanely violent change in temperament 
that often comes with possession by one of 


| Khorne's dread servants. 


There are other daemons that appear to be 
more subtle or circumspect in their possession, 
and for these the outward signs of their presence 
are far harder to spot. The only foolproof basis 
for declaring a person possessed is if they display 
a violent revulsion, fear, and physical discomfort 
when confronted with objects and texts sacred to 


| wholesome deities, such as Our Lord Sigmar. 
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EXORCISM 


“The daemons of Chaos can be likened 
to hungry and rabid wolves. The shep- 
herd should not waste his time hating 
the wolf that attacks his flock. He 
should simply kill it.” 


~ Volkmar, Theogonist of Sigmar 


Exorcism is the rite and process by which dae- 
mons and malign spirits are driven out of their 
host bodies. In the main, the priests and witch 
hunters of our own great religion practise this 
rite, although the priestesses of Shallaya are also 
sometimes called upon to enact their own ver- 
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| and daemons of Chaos. Indeed, the fact that 






exorcism works at all is a testament to the verac- 
ity of these references. 






There is a particularly famous account that can 
be found in the earlier chapters of the Book of 
Sigmar, when our Divine Lord first crossed the 
Reik estuary and entered the lands resting in the 
shadow of the Grey Mountains. A man who was 
accused of being possessed by an infernal spirit 
met him on the shores of the river. This man, or 
so the story goes, possessed an immense and 
| supernatural strength, and was able to grind 
rocks to powder within his fists. For years he had 
lived the life of a madman, eking out an exis- 
tence within the cave-tombs that had been cut in 
the face of the mountains. 















sion within their hospital walls. 





It is told that when he saw Sigmar approach- 
ing, the daemon within the man immediately 
recognised Sigmar for the man-god he was, and 
Sigmar recognised the demon. The man ran for- 
ward begging mercy from the First Emperor. 
With absolute authority, Sigmar called the dae- 
mon forth and demanded to know its name. 
Unable to resist the man-deity, the daemon 
appeared and spoke. In a voice that sounded like 
the hiss of a thousand whispers, the daemon 
said: 






Having witnessed many exorcisms as part of 
my researches for this study, I can say with rea- 
sonable authority that an exorcism does not 
seem to be a matter of simply driving a daemon 
from its host’s body with powerful spells or 
somesuch. Rather, the exorcism is an entirely 
spiritual and religious process of subjugating the 
possessing daemon by invoking a higher power 
to put binds upon it. The daemon can then be 
controlled to an extent and forced to act contrary 
to its own will. To a priest of Sigmar such as 
myself, the higher power invoked would natu- 
rally be Sigmar Himself. 















“Our name is Host, for we are many.” 






Lord Sigmar was unperturbed. He leapt at the 
daemon, intent on inflicting His holy wrath upon 
it, but it fled into the distant mountains. Sigmar 
pursued the daemon for thirteen days and thir- 
teen nights, until finally it sought refuge in the 
trunk of an old and wizened tree. But Mighty 
Sigmar was not so easily fooled. He had seen the 
daemon flee into the gnarled trunk, and without 
hesitation He swung mighty Ghal Maraz above 
His head and shattered it, thereby banishing the 
daemon back to its dark realm. 






It is an accepted fact that the Infernal Powers 
of Chaos cannot abide the presence of the 
Heldenhammer, and with good reason. Holy 
scripture is full of references concerning | 
Sigmar’s superior might in the face of the gods 



















From this account we can glean two very 
salient points: first, that the daemon must have 
feared Sigmar greatly because it didn’t turn to 
fight Him at any point, and second, that Sigmar 
did not actually exorcise the daemon because He 
did not need to call on a higher Power to subdue 
it. Sigmar in Himself possessed all the power 
needed to drive out and destroy the daemon. 










So, through supplication to Sigmar, we too can 
bind and drive out possessing daemons, by 
exposing the daemon to the power and sanctity 
of Our Mighty Lord. However, being as we are 
| but mortals who do not possess Sigmar’s great 
strength of spirit and sinew, there is always a 
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danger that mortal exorcists might themselves 
become possessed by the fleeing daemon. For 
this reason only the most faithful priests and 
witch hunters that are as free from the taint of 
Chaos as is humanly possible may ever become 
exorcists. If they have had any prior liaisons 
with Chaos, intentionally or otherwise, the dae- 
mon might well be able to entrap them. 


This is possibly the reason that the Witch 
Finder Captain, Ramheldt van Hadden, claims 
in his great work The Lost and the Damned, that 
the success of an exorcism rests as much with the 
character of the exorcist as it does with the might 
of Our Lord Sigmar. He describes the witch 
hunters best suited to the role of exorcists as men 
of excellent physical health, middle age or 


younger, who posses a strong network of friends | 


and colleagues to keep him grounded in human- 
ity. Hadden goes on to state that the ideal 
exorcists are not brilliant men of intellect, or men 
engaged in teaching or research, as these charac- 
teristics tend to lead to a curiosity that could be 
used against them when faced with the devious 
Powers of Chaos. 


Although I will be the first to admit that where 
the forces of Chaos are 
concerned it is under- 
standable why 
“Madden is so cau- 
tious, I cannot 
help feeling that 

he is overly cau- 
tious in~ his 
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| the Chaos Powers by scholars such as myself 


might well lead in damnation. He is wrong. 


One can see that exorcism must never be 
undertaken lightly. Every case must be exam- 
ined carefully and great care must be used to 
distinguish a genuine possession from madness 
or disease. The person who undertakes to be an 
exorcist must be courageous and humble, and 
should prepare for the work by special acts of 
devotion and mortification. Ideally, the exorcism 
should take place on holy ground such as in a 
temple, church or other sanctified space. 
Depending on the violence and obstinacy of the 
possession this may not always be possible, so 
the exorcist should be ready to perform his 
sacred rites anywhere and anytime. 


THE RITUAL OF EXORCISM 


Perhaps the most important weapons in an exor- 
cist's arsenal are his disposition and the strength 
and character of his deacons. In the exorcisms 
that I have witnessed, a junior priest trained in 
the procedures of exorcism has assisted the exor- 
cist. It is the deacon’s task to monitor the 
exorcism as a whole, protecting the exorcist 
physically when necessary by restraining the 
possessee if the daemon tries to attack or escape 
whilst the rite is being performed. 


Before performing the exorcism, the exorcist 
himself must be shriven of his sins and then 
wrap himself around with prayers and blessings. 


| Once this is done, the exorcist is ready to pit his 
wits against that of the daemon. 


Although exorcisms vary from case to case and 


\\religion to religion, there are similar stages that 
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find out the true nature of the possessing daemon. 
Getting the daemon to speak and then gaining its 
name is the hardest and most important part of 
the exorcism. However, idle and curious conver- 
sation with the possessee (and therefore the 
daemon itself) should be avoided at all costs, and 
the words of 
the 


exorcism ار‎ 
should be enunciated with great faith, humility 
and fervour, and with a conscious power and 
authority. 





The Breaking: The moment when all the dae- 
mon's pretences finally collapse. In my own 
experience, and also according to all references I 
can find on the matter, this moment is one of utter 
pandemonium. The daemon will utilise whatever 
supernatural powers it possesses, deliberately 
causing as much panic and confusion as possible. 
This can manifest itself in multifarious ways, cul- 
minating in violence or abuse, horrible sights and 
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sounds, seductive temptations and abominable 
odours (all depending on what kind of daemon 
possesses the host). If the daemon cannot discour- 
age or hurt the exorcist, it will often turn on its 
own host body, threatening or causing harm. 


The Voice: Just prior to the climax of the 
Breaking, the daemon’s voice often becomes a 
physically disturbing and nightmarish babble. 
This Voice must be silenced before the final stages 
of the exorcism can commence. 


The Contest: As the voice dies away, the sur- 
rounding area falls under a pall of tremendous 
physical and spiritual pressure. This is where the 
will of the daemon has come into contest with the 
will of Sigmar, as expressed through the determi- 
nation of the exorcist. At this point the exorcist is 
in direct battle with the daemon, forcing it to 
reveal more about itself so it can be controlled and 
banished. The daemon is unwilling to leave its 
host and will do all it can to fight against the exor- 
cist’s demands. 


Banishment: As Sigmar's Might finally crushes 
the daemon’s resistance, it will flee the host’s 
body and return to the Warp, formless and 
beaten. Its passing can be felt by all present, but 
the victim very often cannot remember any of the 
ordeal — if the victim survives with his sanity 
intact, which is unlikely. 
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As a footnote to the above, there is a method of 
exorcism practised commonly across the Arab 
world whereby the possessing daemon is pre- 
vented from escaping back into the Aethyr, as it 
is bound at the point of Banishment into an 
inanimate object such as a ring or jar. 


DAEMONICALLY POSSESSED 
| ARTEFACTS 


As a last note, I would like to make clear the dif- 
ferences between possession of a living host and 
the practice of binding daemons to inanimate 
objects (as mentioned earlier), such as weapons, 
works of art or buildings. Whereas daemons of 
any stature and rank can be bound far more per- 
| manently to inanimate and unliving items than 
to living vessels, they will still require the inter- 
action of living creatures to fulfil their purpose. 
If noone finds or interacts with the daemonically 
bound artefact, the daemon within it is left 
stranded and powerless. With human posses- 
sion, the mortal host grants the possessing 
daemon a reasonably free rein to walk and 
T achinate where it wills throughout the world, 
\without the help or need for remit from any 
pther agency. 































I find this notion to be highly dubious, as bv 
some accounts once the exorcist has bound the 
daemon, he is tempted to keep hold of it as a 
kind of supernatural slave — an astonishingly 
dangerous concept under the best of circum- 
stances! This practise has no-doubt given rise to 
the many fantastic tales that returned with the, 
> crusaders from the arid lands of Araby of wish- 
— ^» granting Djinn trappeN within bottl E. Nm 
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SUCCUBI AND INCUBI 
‘In those days, when the first humans had multiplied, it happened that there were born unto them hand- 





some sons and beautiful daughters. The daemons of Slaa’neth, known as the Children of Delight, saw 
these handsome sons and beautiful daughters and desired them. They said to one another, **Come, let us 








choose lovers for ourselves from amongst the sons and daughters of humanity, for their minds are weak 





as the Dawi’s are not, and their souls dim as the Asur’s do not. Amongst them we might rule, and in 





them we may beget us offspring." But Samael, who was then first amongst these daemons, said: “This 





, cannot be, for the sons and daughters of Men are mortal, while you are immortal. As you now are, no 
| | children can you sire nor bear. Let you instead take possession of male and female, and with their bod- 
ies around you may you sire and bear children." 
"With Samael’s words in their hearts, two hundred from amongst the Children of Delight did take 
possession of the bodies of men and women; one hundred of each. And so it Was that this two hundred 




















| took lovers unto themselves, men and women both. They taught their lovers magic and incantation, the | 
ways of cutting roots and plants, and how to distil liquor and narcotic, both sweet and strong. | 


‘In women they sired sons, and from men they took the seed of daughters, and pregnancy came soon 
after. Yet as their offspring swelled from passion to babe, no souls did they possess, for the Children of 
اس‎ Delight forbade it of them, ا‎ the Children themselves entered thé 
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Conversing with the Damned 






BEING A TRANSCRIPTION OF A DIALOGUE BETWEEN MYSELF — RICHTER 
KLESS — AND THAT MOST INFAMOUS OF HERETICS, 
THE MARQUIS ALPHONSE DOLMANCE. 





| HE MARQUIS Alphonse Dolmancé is the 


last in a long and noble line. Some say that 
his family roots begin with the pirate lords of 


sartosa, and that they only moved to Bretonnia | 


after amassing a considerable fortune from their 
corrupt activities, sometime in the fifteenth cen- 
tury of Our Lord Sigmar. Whatever the case, the 
Marquis's father, Jean-Chevalier, Comte de 
Dolmancé, was a powerful and decadent man; a 
noble who ruled by sword and fear rather than 
any more benevolent policy. Being a grossly 
debauched man, Jean-Chevalier lived with two 
"wives" and was rumoured to have enjoyed 
countless lovers and courtesans throughout his 
life. Despite all this, Jean-Chevalier was also a 
learned and free-thinking philosopher, his con- 
troversial writings finding their way across 
Bretonnia, Estalia and to our own dear Empire. 
suffice to say, Jean-Chevalier came to a no-good 
end, and his son, Alphonse Dolmancé, took up 
his father's libertine mantle with startling 
vigour. 


Though sent to train as a knight, as indeed all 
the young aristocracy of Bretonnia are required 
to do, Dolmancé never took to the life of a war- 
rior. Although it is said that he possessed a fiery 
spirit and showed considerable savagery in bat- 
tle, he had no respect for his tutors and lacked 
the humility required to earn the spurs of knight- 
hood. He left his training without a backward 
glance, and thev say he never once showed the 





















slightest remorse or shame for doing so; a terri- 
ble thing indeed to the honour-bound nobles of 
Bretonnia. 


What followed was a life filled with such 
extreme controversy and hedonism that even his 
late father's colourful reputation seemed dim bv 
comparison. It was not long before Dolmancé 
was brought before his king to account for his 
‘base and unchivalrous’ behaviour. This 
‘accounting’ turned into a criminal trial when 
suspicions were roused as to the true nature of 
Dolmancé's debauchery. Some suspected the 
hand of Chaos in Dolmancé’s deportment, but 
the Marquis denied all such accusations, giving 
this statement to the court: 


“Tam the Marquis Dolmancé. Within my veins 
flows the blood of some of the most distin- 
guished and noble families of this fair realm, the 
same blood that flows through many of you, and 
as such I deserve to be heard. 


“T was born to wealth and luxury, as indeed 
were all of you, and was told from my earliest 
age that Fate and the gods had surrounded me 
with such plenty because it was my destined 
right to posses them as a nobleman of Bretonnia. 
I became the proud, imaginative and irascible 
man I am today precisely because of this 
upbringing, and I freely admit that in the past I 
have entertained the notion that all other people 
were created solely to submit to my desires, and 
that all the world should seek to flatter my 
whims, 


“In short, I say to you that I am my father’s 
son; a product of what he and his fellow noble- 
man of Bretonnia taught me to be. So indeed, I 
am what my circumstances have made me, and 
they have made me a true son of Bretonnia. I see 
no reason why I should be penalised for matters 
and eventualities that are so clearly beyond my 
control." 


Dolmancé was released shortly afterwards, 
although he was banished thenceforth from 
Bretonnia. Disgraced and exiled from his own 
country, the Marquis settled in the free-port of 
Marienburg. There he continued with his 
wicked ways, and in time his true nature became 
obvious to the local authorities. Dolmancé was 
apparently no longer content to enact his petty 
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perversions, and so took the extreme step of 
establishing his own coven dedicated to the wor- 
ship of Slaanesh. The success and eventual size 
of his coven was truly remarkable (helped in no 
small part by the Marquis’ personal charm and 
fabulous wealth), and prompted the burgomas- 
ters of Marienburg to take the unprecedented 
step of requesting special assistance from our 
own Templars of Sigmar. The Witch Hunters 
agreed, their only proviso being that should they 
find enough evidence to arrest Dolmancé, he 
would be deported to Altdorf for trial and exe- 
cution. The burgomasters agreed and Dolmancé 
was captured and brought to Altdorf to face his 
doom. 


Having witnessed Dolmancé’s interrogation at 
the hands of Marshal Clement of the Witch 
Hunters, it has become apparent to me that, 
despite his obvious deviancy, the Marquis is an 
extremely well educated and erudite man. With 
the dispensation granted to me by Theogonist 
Volkmar, and the authority it grants me over cer- 
tain canonical matters, I have been able to 
request a stay of execution for the Marquis, so 
that I might glean some first hand wisdom as to 
the psychology and disposition of a Chaos 
cultist. 


For his part, the Marquis agreed to speak with 
me, just so long as I was intending to talk with 
him, rather than, in his own words, “...preach 
the miserable doctrine of the Sigmarites.” The 
man is completely unrepentant! 


Although I know I should hate him for his 
crimes against our land and our Holy Church, I 


abd Nam E 


freely admit that the scholar in me finds it hard 
to despise one possessing such wit and intelli- 
gence as he. I began my conversation with him 
by stating that very fact. Here follows the tran- 
scription of his response, and our subsequent 
conversation: 


Alphonse Dolmancé: And why should you, 
Herr Richter? After all, my misfortune is not a 
product of my own thoughts and acts, so much 
as it is a product of the thoughts and acts of 
other, more petty-minded people! I am an artist, 
scholar and aesthete, and the fact that my beliefs 
do not match your own is no good enough reason 
for an intelligent man to give in to hatred! 


Richter Kless: That is true, Marquis. But you 
must accept that this is more than just a case of 
religious intolerance on my part. You worship a 
proscribed deity, one that encourages you 
towards the most horrific acts in His name. 


AD: It is the crime of your own austere religion 
that it insists all the works of the Chaos Gods are 
irredeemably horrific. Clearly this cannot be the 
case. Am I horrific? No, don’t answer. I fear that 
bore Sigmar has knocked too much sense out of 


you for you to give me a fair and reasoned reply. 


Think on this instead: If the Chaos Gods repre- 
sented only suffering and ugliness then they 
would surely gain few converts, and without the 
souls of converts to feed them and drive them on, 
their power would eventually begin to fade from 
our world. Why would they risk harming them- 
selves by driving away the laity? 


RK: So you believe Chaos offers more than 
simple damnation? 
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AD: Of course I do! And it is more than simple 
belief, Richter. Much more. Chaos offers the 
quick fulfilment\of dreams and gratification of 
۱ the Self. And of all the gods of Chaos, none make 
1 | | this offer more tempting than Lórd Slaanesh. 





RK: 50 you embraced evil simply for the “grat- 
ification of the Self," as you put it? 
| 






T ۱ " 1 ^ a 
AD: You race Ahead, Richter. Define for me 
\what you mean by “eyil”. 








LRK: I would think that evil, at l£ast in the con- 
taxt of a Slaanesh cultist like\vourself, would 
m@an ' debauchery land Xunutterible perversion 
eating to a kind of'selfigh hedorlistic madness. 
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AD: How very specific of you. Well, I’m sure 
some of the more exuberant of my Lord 
Slaanesh’s followers might have appeared as 
“debauched” and “unutterably perverted mad- 
men” — at least by your lights — but it is true to 
say that by far the majority of His mortal fol- 
lowers are civilised and educated people, just 
like me. Just like you. 


RK: Not like me, Dolmancé. 


AD: You're so sure? I know many a cleric who 
has turned from his own dour religion to the 
more tangible delights of Slaanesh. What makes 
you think you are so different? 


RK: I know that I could never find joy in the 
cruel perversities expected by your foul god. 


AD: Foul? Is joy foul? Why do you assume that 
the Lord of Delight expects only perversity from 
His followérs? Slaanesh is, amongst so many 
other things, the personified manifestation of 
pleasure, and more importantly, the desire to 
experience pleasure. How we generate that 
pleasure As not important to Him, the fact that 
we expe ience it at all is enough. 


RK: Ypp Are trying to tell me that your god has 
no infefdst in debauchery? We both know that 
ifi true. 























AD: I have no doubt that 
Slaanesh takes His delight from all 
acts that gratify the senses. But, 
if I may say so, you are far too 
obsessed with what vou call 
'debauchery'. For all our appar- 
ent intelligence, we humans are 
creatures of nature. Every emo- 
tion and drive that we experience, 
and therefore every act we initiate, 
is a product of our natural state of 
being, and not simply pressed on us 
by some insidious external force. 


RA: 50 you are saying 

that Slaanesh does not pro- 

mote hedonism in His 
name? 


AD: Not at all. I am 
trying to say that the gods 
are but reflections of our 
own emotions and drives, 
they are a product of our desires, 
not their own. You cannot condemn 
any one of them for what they are or 
what they do, for they are sim- 
ply projections of those 


“hy 





o Te 区 T 











processes that make us human. They are us 
and we are they. 


RK: But the Chaos Gods represent only 
extremes! There is no virtue in any one of 
them. 


AD; Oh Richter, why must you Sigmarites 
always drone on about ‘virtue’ as if you alone 
were the keepers of it? An educated man such 
as you must have studied history? You must 
have seen that there is no eternal morality, but 
a shifting mass of beliefs that change from age 
to age? And as for all those things you regard 
as virtues, why they are just named responses 
that have been conditioned by variables the 
world we men have constructed around our- 
selves and the geography that world is built 
upon, and then inflicted on us. “Virtue” is a 
word born from a lack of imagination and a 
fear of experimenting with what it is to be 
human — or rather a fear of seeing ourselves for 
what we really are. 


RK: You seem to forget the reality of your 
immortal soul, Marquis. What will happen to 
you when you die and your foul god comes to 
claim your soul? Where will your libertine sen- 
sibilities leave you then? 


AD: Ah, your reasoning becomes clearer to | 


me now. So fear of punishment in the hereafter 
is the driving force behind your morality? I 
might have guessed. Well then, I put this to 
you: If Slaanesh is indeed the product and per- 
sonification of all delight and pleasure, then 
perhaps He is not so terrifying a god as you 
might think. Whereas you have mentioned, ad- 
nauseam, that my god is often one of sensual 
excess, He must also be a god of contentment, 
joy, and honest satisfaction. But you look scep- 
tical. I understand, Richter. I felt the same as 
you must do now when I first learned the truth. 
It’s so easy for us to accept that a god of Chaos 
is present in the “debased” acts of rape or 
sadism, but a far harder thing indeed for us to 
accept that He is also a product of the feelings 
generated by love and aesthetic appreciation. 
But it’s the truth. Slaanesh’s influence extends 
to all those things that give us pleasure, in 


whatever way, shape, or form they take — 


including, therefore, all endeavours that are 
passionate and creative. Though I would hap- 
pily debate with you against the existence of an 
afterlife at all, if by some stretch of the imagi- 
nation there is one waiting for us beyond the 
veil of death, perhaps mine will be somewhat 
more enjoyable than the one offered by your 
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grey and authoritarian god. 


RK: You are seeking to undermine my beliefs, 
Dolmancé. It won't work. I have read the 
reports from soldiers fighting along our north- 
ern borders. Slaanesh is a source of suffering 
and debasement. That is all. 


AD: If it were as simple as that, why do you 
think so many artistic and philosophical insti- 
tutions have been found to hide a cult to 
Slaanesh? The reason romantics, idealists and 
intellectuals are attracted to Slaanesh is pre- 
cisely because He is the greatest patron, and 
product, of beauty, love and aestheticism — and 
all the sensual pleasures of art, music and com- 
panionship empower Him. Even the 
contentment I assume you glean from worship- 
ping the Heldenhammer is a form of pleasure, 
and therefore empowering to my Lord 
Slaanesh. 


RK: No! I... No. This is a pointless conversa- 
tion, Dolmancé. The consultation is over. 


AD: How like your kind to be frightened by 
simple truths! Ask yourself this: Would it be so 
difficult to embrace a god that asks you only to 
take greater pleasure in the wine you drink, or 


| the food you eat? How tempting would it be to 


be able to take the same enjoyment from the 
simplest things in life, as you would from some 
great achievement or intellectual endeavour? 
How could this not be attractive? 


I told my scribe to cease his transcription at 
that point. 


I have begun to comprehend the insidious 
and seductive nature that so typifies Slaanesh 
and his servants. But I am strong in my faith. I 
will not be lured from the path of righteousness 
by anyone - least of all by a jaded Bretonnian 
with a silver tongue. 


1 am resolved to speak to Dolmancé again, for 
I am certain there is much I can learn from him 
yet. Next time we speak I shall be mindful to 
keep the conversation away from the more eso- 
teric aspects of his beliefs. 





















HAVE SPOKEN with the Marquis on three 

more occasions after that first abortive inter- 
view, and I truly believe that I am making some 
progress with him. As proof that intelligence and 
good sense will always win out given the right 
encouragement, the Marquis asked my pardon 
for his confrontational manner during our first 


is, after all, awaiting execution at the hands of 
the witch hunters — a slip in manners is excusa- 
ble under such conditions! 


By way of an apolog; 
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Marquis has offered 





encounter. I assured him that I understood. He | 





Che Arts 6 Artefacts of Slaanesh 


BEING A SHORT PIECE DETAILING SOME EXAMPLES OF OBJECTS AND DEVICES 
DIRECTLY AFFECTED AND AFFLICTED BY SLAANESH. WRITTEN IN THE MOST 
PART BY THE MARQUIS DOLMANCE. 


to commit to paper his knowledge and experi- 
ence of some of the more widely known artefacts 
known or suspected to have some connection 
with Slaanesh. Although I suspect the Marquis is 
merely trying to delay his execution a while 
longer (and why would he not?), I think I would 
be foolish indeed to reject his offer out of hand. 


The Marquis expresses his own misguided 
beliefs several times in the following, and I 
would ask those who read this text to look on his 
words merely as an insight into the twisted mind 
of a Chaos cultist. 
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Slaanesh 6 the Elves of Ulthuan 






BEING A CONCISE EXPLANATION OF HOW I OBTAINED SPECIFIC INFORMATION 
RELATING TO THE ELDER RACES, AND A LENGTHY PORTION OF WHAT I 
UNCOVERED FROM THE MYSTERIOUS ‘DAROIR 'TAL MINAL.’ 


I) URING MY last conversation with the 
| Marquis, I mentioned to him my interest in 


finding some kind of recorded history of the 
Pleasure God's interaction with the Mortal 
Realms. At his suggestion I have spent many a 
long hour studying the various codices locked 
within the secret libraries of the College of Light. 
This time, however, instead of reading through 
the many treatises of Chaos contained therein, 
the Marquis suggested I peruse their tomes of 
ancient history. 


The Marquis, as it turns out, is surprisingly 
well informed! Although the magisters' records 
are by no means complete, most of their texts 
concerning pre-human history were given to 


them by none other than Teclis of Ulthuan him- | 


self — founder of the Great Colleges of Magic — 
and so are both incredibly ancient and remark- 
ably accurate. 


Sadly, despite the fact that nearly two centuries 
have passed since these codices were presented 
to the College of Light, such is the sheer com- 





plexity of the Elven written language that rela- 
tively few stanzas of it have been translated, and 
many of those that have are imperfect at best. 


Here follows an extract from the ‘Daroir ‘tal 
Minai’, Ulthuan’s book of days, translated for 
me by Magister Verspasian Kant, the current 
Patriarch of the College of Light. It contains the 
first explicit mention of Slaanesh's name within 
these Elven annals, and therefore perhaps the 
first written mention of His name in the whole 
world: 


“Vet, in ridding the world from the curse of 
Chaos, weak we grew, and in time, complacent. 
We abandoned all concept of unity, and lost the 
harmony of spirit that had bound us as one peo- 
ple since time immemorial. Our vigilance 
faltered, and from amongst those whose spirits 
had grown slothful and avaricious, the servants 
of the Old Dark emerged once more. Such was 
the splendour of Ulthuan that they were content 
and able to live as parasites upon the bounty that 
our fair isle gave so freely. They took from 








Ulthuan without giving back, and so Chaos was 
allowed to sink its roots once more into the 
bedrock of our beloved homeland. Those roots 
bored deep into the hearts of our people, and 
from them sprang a terrible tree, the branches of 
which reached into every province of Ulthuan 
fair, and when that tree bore fruit, the fruit it 
bore was Slaanesh.” 


Although I could find no more translated refer- 
ences to Slaanesh in these records, my curiosity 
as to the relationship between the Elves of 
Ulthuan and Chaos had been roused. 


I asked Magister Kant if his libraries contained 
any other texts dealing with the history of the 
Elves. He put me in the direction of another 
investigative journal, this one written by the first 
Patriarch of the College of Light, who was also 
the first Supreme Patriarch of the Colleges of 
Magic, Magister Volans. Apparently, so taken 
was Volans by the knowledge and wisdom of his 
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mentor (the afor mentioned Teclis of Ulthuan), 
that he dedicated his life to learning all that he 
could about the Elves and their culture. His 
writings remain to this day the Empire’s stan- 
dard texts on these subjects. 


These are some of his findings, extracted from 
his truly colossal work, ‘The Elder Races’: 


“Unlike our own race, with its burning ambi- 
tion and competitive mentality, the Asur learned 
to control their more aggressive tendencies early 
on in their cultural evolution. Their extreme 
longevity and near total immunity to disease 
meant that their lives lacked the urgency that 
typifies our own short existence and which 
grants us our greatest passions and fears. 


“A commonality of spirit and pursuit of aes- 
thetics seemed to play a greater role in the 
formation of the Asur’s first towns and settle- 
ments, rather than the development of 
agriculture and animal husbandry, as was the 
case with us humans. In fact, the Asur appeared 
to have no real concept of government or kingship 
until it was thrust upon them by the necessity of 
driving back the first great Chaos Incursion. 


“Interestingly enough, at the dawn of their 
race, the Asur seemed in many ways to be almost 
immune to the influence and worship of the first 
three Great Powers of Chaos, and it is due partly 
to this that I believe they were unprepared to 
stave off their eventual degradation. So confident 
were they in their wisdom and beauty, and so far 
in advance of the few other races that roamed the 
prehistory of our world (including the Dwarfs), 
the Asur did not notice their own growing deca- 
dence until it was far too late. 


“By nature, the Asur are very different from 
humans, and though they might look similar to 
us, they are in fact of an entirely separate line. 
Their empirical senses and cognitive processes 
are heightened to such a degree that a compari- 
son to the human equivalent would be both futile 
and a moot point. In a similar way, so too are 
their emotive responses and imaginations vastly 
sharper and more elaborate than those of the 
average human. While they are little more dis- 
posed to the pursuit and expression of good or 
evil than the average human, the typical Asur 
can conceive of the most obscene cruelties and 
aspire to the most perfect ideals. 


“With such a vivid imagination and finely 
honed senses, the world presented the Asur with 
a potentially endless source of emotional and 
intellectual gratification. Even if the Asur did 















not yield to the manifold pleasures around them, 
the temptation was still there as a constant 
source of disquiet in their waking minds. 


“It was through the disquiet of their unrealised 
pleasures that Slaanesh managed to get a 


foothold upon their island home of Ulthuan, | minded and beautiful empire sank into an all-out 


especially amongst those people of Nagarythe 
who had already been tainted by Aenarion’s use 
of the Widowmaker — dread blade of the Asur 


1 war-god — Khaela Mensha Khaine. 


"Slaanesh fanned the aesthetic and sensualistic 
inclinations of the Asur — a gradual process — 


that resulted in the formation of the first Cult of | 


Pleasure within Ulthuan's shores. Hidden 
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beneath a veneer of discovery and artistic expres- 
sion, the Cult encouraged the Asur to be more 
inward looking and selfish by nature. Their art, 
sport, philosophy and the emotive responses to 
these things were pushed to their extremes, and 
before long fully half of the Asur’s once high- 


orgy of egotism and self-gratification. 


"This decline culminated in the cultural schism 
that the Asur have come to refer to as ‘The 
Sundering’, where their people split into two fac- 
tions. One faction burned with the hatred of 
Khaine and the selfishness of Slaanesh, desiring 
only to follow their whims to wherever they 









might lead, while the other faction felt that this 
new mindset flew in the face of all that the Asur 
stood for. After the assassination of the Phoenix 
King, Bel-Shanaav, these two factions found 
political figureheads in the shape of Aenarion’s 
second son, the cruel Malekith, and Imrik, the 
newly elected Phoenix King. 


“From that moment on, the two factions 
descended into open warfare, and the children of 
Ulthuan were forever split in twain.” 


If the Elves had been exposed to Chaos millen- 
nia before the rise of humanity as a civilisation, 
why is it that there are almost no reports of Elves 
ever marching within the armies of the Chaos 
Gods? 


More specifically, how do the Elves of 
Naggaroth survive as an independent culture, 
despite the fact that they have embraced the 
worship of Chaos? In all their many thousands 
of years of Chaos worship, the Elves of 
Naggaroth still seem to maintain sovereignty 
over their own motivations and culture. 


I shall look into this further. 
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Further study of Elves & the Power of Chaos 


A CONTINUATION OF THE PREVIOUS CHAPTER, FOCUSSING ON A THEORY 
CONCERNING THE FALL OF THE ELVES, AND THE POSSIBILITIES FOR THE 
HUMAN RACE THAT THIS STUDY HAS REVEALED. 





| V | Y CONTINUED research into the 
Magisters' records has proven fruitful! As I 
have shown previously in my investigations, 
when humans give themselves over to the wor- 
ship of Chaos, in a very short space of time their 
own motivations and desires seem to be sub- 
sumed by the motivations and desires of the 
Chaos God they worship. So how is it that these 
‘Dark’ Elves have not been consumed by Chaos 
as well? They are, after all, a cruel people, satu- 
rated with magic and openly worshipping 
Chaos, all while living in close proximity to the 
Northern Wastes. One would therefore be for- 
given for assuming that their race would be a 
prime feeding ground for the Daemon Gods. 


Yet the truth is that the people of Naggaroth do 
not consider themselves to be the slaves of 
Chaos, and they are right. So how have they 
remained so independent of the active dominion 
of the Chaos Gods? 


This self-same question seems to have bothered 
Volans also, and he tries to address them further 
on in his dissertation: 


“..and so it was the collapse of this polar 
‘Gateway’, ov, at least, so the Asur maintain, that 


led to the creation of the world as it is today. The | 


vast area of dimensional instability created by its 
collapse, enabled many of the strange entities 
that lived within the Realm of Chaos to manifest 
themselves to some degree or other upon the 
physical plane. These entities were then free to 


pursue their incomprehensible whims and com- | 


pulsions with the mortal inhabitants of our 
world. 


“The most ancient annals from Ulthuan 
described how the majority of these entities were 
small, wild things — creatures we might now 
recognise as the various elementals, sprites, 
fairies, imps, dryads and sylphs (to name but a 
few), of the ‘natural’ world. Yet there were also 
other larger and more powerful beings that began 
to manifest themselves with the collapse of the 
Old Slann’s gateways. These larger entities, being 
creatures of thought and magic, had no physical 
shape of their own, and often took on forms that 
were dictated by the conscious and subconscious 
fears, beliefs and expectations of the mortals they 
had come to prey upon. 


“In this way, the simple deities that the elder 





races had developed for themselves across millen- 
nia of evolution, suddenly stopped being mere 
concepts or items of faith, and became actual 
beings with immense power and independent 
identity — they truly were the first daemons, gods 
and angels of the Empyrean. 


“But the Asur have never made good servants. 
Long before the collapse of the Slann’s Gateway, 
the Asur already had a strong understanding of 
magic and the basic laws governing how Chaos 
interacted with matter and intelligence. This 
knowledge allowed them to control many of the 
lesser Chaos entities, and form a more symbiotic 
relationship with some of the more ordered 
greater entities. Without even realising what 
they were doing, the Asur began to impose their 
will and expectations onto some of these greater 
entities, forging them into benign deities that 
personified various aspects of the Asur’s ideals, 
hopes and aspirations. 


“It was Aenarion, called The Defender, who 
first took this a step further by allowing the most 
powerful of the Asur’s newly manifested gods, 
Asuryan, to use him as a vessel for His power. In 
a sense, Aenarion became a kind of Chaos 
Champion, although, because his god was 
(amongst other things) a manifestation of Asur 
dignity, culture and self-belief, he fought against 
the forces of Chaos Unbounded rather than with 
them. Yet despite his success, Aenarion went too 
far, and was eventually consumed by the drives 
that made up the deity that possessed him. 


“It did not matter that Asuryan personified all 
that was good and beautiful about the Asur as a 
race, He was still a god, and, just as with the 
Gods of Chaos and their Champions, eventually 
His Purpose subsumed the will of His vessel. In 
time, Aenarion was consumed by feelings of duty 
towards his people, taking all their sorrows onto 
himself, and, with personal tragedy stacking atop 
racial murder, he eventually walked the path to 
oblivion. He drew the sword of Khaine, opening 
himself up to become a vessel for the war-god’s 
power and will as well as Asuryan’s. No mortal 
frame, however mighty, was designed to contain 
the conflicted spirits of two opposing deities. Not 
even Aenarion. 


"Once the Chaos threat had been nullified and 
Aenarion had forevermore left the pages of Asur 
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Further study of Eines & the Power Jj 


history, the people of Ulthuan chose 0۵ never Ts! 
again allow themselves to be possessed by their 1 Y on 
gods in the way that their first Phoens Kin had | A p 
done. To this day, though all the Elven Kütdreds | p^ ٦ 
venerate and respect their individual gods, they 
do not dedicate themselves body and soul to their 
| service — instead they treat and use all deities as 
| sacred tools and icons to further their aims.”, 


I do not believe that matters were as sirpl 
Volans sugge ts.in this piece, but I cannot h 
but grander Y there is something for us to learn. 
from whathe says the Elves achieved in this od 
respect. I humans were able to bend the forces 
of Chaos to het will, without becoming slaves 

‚to the Gods of'Chaos or having to worship them, 
/ what wonders might we create? 


Magnus the Pious himself lifted the interdict 
forbidding the study and practice of magic, 
when he saw how it could be used to help | 
humanity and defeat Chaos. Subjugating -the, V 
Gods of Chaos to the cause of our betterment 
could be the next step in the process he started. 


These are dangerous thoughts I know, but the 
danger alone should not cause us to ignore them. 
Dolmancé has assured me that this subjugation 
of the Chaos Powers is precisely what he and his 
erstwhile followers sought. My first instinct is to 
doubt this claim, but Dolmancé has offered tû 
explain the truth about his beliefs and practices ` 
if only I give him the opportunity to do so. 

Le ۱ Perhaps I should deny him this opportunity to 
preach his foul and subversive doctrine, but he 
has proven so useful to my investigations 
already that feel I should at least give him the 
chance to defend his stance. 


. . I must pray on this matter. 
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A COLLECTION OF ILLUSTRATIONS BY THE ARTIST JOHANNES THE WHITE. 
WITH A VIEW TO ILLUMINATING THE READER AS TO THE EXOTIC AND 
MULTIFARIOUS FORMS OF THE PLEASURE GOD’S FOLLOWERS. 
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THE ROAD TO POWER 
by Ramheldt van Hadden, Witch Hunter Captain. 


T o those who would seek to serve the Infernal Powers, sanity must be their first 
sacrifice upon the altars of their new and terrible gods. There can be no doubt 


of that. 


I believe that it is human nature to be drawn to the mysterious and unknown, 
but I believe also that it is human nature to be intellectually and emotionally lazy. 
Therein lies our greatest weakness. The seductive promises and many blandish- 
ments of Chaos can often prove too much for weak-minded individuals. This is 
because it panders to this laziness, as well as to our stronger instincts of self-preser- 
vation and independence. 


For those ambitious and foolish enough to take it, Chaos offers a quick road to 
very real power, and in our world where justice, wealth and happiness are often 
the prerogatives of a privileged few, the Chaos Gods can seem to offer a perverse 
hope to the destitute. Sometimes, to the most desperate, the only escape from star- 
vation and a slow death appears to be in the egalitarian favours proffered by the 
Chaos Gods. So, whatever the rights and wrongs of it, there are those who will- 
ingly throw in their lot with the Infernal Powers. 


Those that do must give of themselves freely and completely — the daemon- 
gods demand nothing less. Supplicants must dedicate their bodies, minds and 
souls, and leave behind all vestiges of their former humanity. Once dedicated these 
foolish individuals are doomed to the all-or-nothing existence of an aspiring cham- 
pion of Chaos, their reward being either ultimate power or endless oblivion. There 
is no half -way point — the Chaos Gods are fickle in their attentions, and a life in 
their service is nothing if not a gamble. 


Few candidates are deemed worthy by the gods to bear Their Mark. More often 
than not, it takes a great endeavour or supreme effort to earn the favour of a Chaos 
Power, and many a vile deed of staggering corruption has been carried out by 
aspiring champions in the hopes of attracting the gaze of their chosen god. Yet 
these would-be champions must accept such acts as the natural price of a life in 
the service of Chaos; the rules will not be altered for anyone once the game has 
begun. 


Mutation and madness are also part of the price of worshipping the Chaos 
Gods, but again, and conversely, mutation and madness are often the Chaos Gods’ 
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rewards’ to their favoured servants as well. One would be forgiven for wondering 
why so many take the horrific risk of becoming an aspiring champion of Chaos. 
In fact, to any true servant of Sigmar, I’m sure even destitution, starvation and 
injustice would be preferable to a life living at the whim of the all-powerful and 
insane Chaos Gods. But one must take into account how these Powers operate. 
Unlike Holy Sigmar, Who invests His divine Purpose and Will within His ser- 
vants as a gestalt whole, the Gods of Chaos seem to invest Their own debased 
strength and purpose within individuals whom They deem worthy — hence the 
process and culture of aspiration that surrounds the Champions of Chaos. 


This culture of aspiration gives the Chaos Gods the opportunity to test the 
strength and dedication of potential candidates, so that they can judge which are 
‘worthy’ and, more importantly, able, to become the mouthpieces of Chaos. It is 
this directness that brings about the dichotomy of the Chaos champion. 


A successful champion is very likely to attract the attention of his patron deity 
for a brief moment, and be rewarded — perhaps with the gift of a magical weapon, 
or maybe with some uncanny supernatural ability. This can make the recipient of 
such rewards feel very close to, and favoured by, his god and in a way they might 
not have while in the service of other, more wholesome deities. 


On rare occasions, the most dedicated Chaos champions are awarded the high- 
est accolade possible: they are elevated to the status of daemons. This is the 
ultimate reward and goal of all champions, and having achieved this state their 
immortality is assured. 


For the rest, however, their flirtation with power often ends as abruptly as it 
began. The Lords of Chaos have their own reckoning of mortal affairs, and when a 
champion is found to be lacking in some way or other, his punishment is awful 
indeed. For an aspiring champion, the reward of failure is to be cast down to the 
state of a mindless spawn of chaos, fated to run throughout eternity, gibbering and 
shrieking, with all the other countless individuals who have been used and then 
tossed aside by the gods of Chaos. 


But then these are the risks that aspiring champions must accept, for, if they 
truly are on a short road to power, then it is also a very pitted road. No man can 
escape that day when his fate will find him out. To exist in twisted glory as a 
Daemon Prince or to languish as a mindless spawn - this is the true price of a life 
spent in the service of Chaos, and were I to live a thousand years, no inducement 
would encourage me to seek either. 
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Cribes of the Serpent 






BEING A CURSORY EXAMINATION OF THE TRIBES OF THE NORTH, 
SPECIFICALLY THOSE THAT WORSHIP INCARNATIONS OF SLAANESH. 
DETAILING THE EXTREME ACTS OF DEVOTION THEY ARE DRIVEN TO. 





Fe TO THE NORTH in those accursed 
lands that lie in the shadow of the Chaos 


Realm, barbarian tribes openly worship the dae- | 


mon-gods. Some of these tribes worship patron 
daemons as their gods and protectors, but others 
again dedicate themselves to one of the four 
great Powers. Of these, I shall limit myself to the 
tribe of Loesh the Serpent. 


I have mentioned earlier in this journal that 
Loesh is simply another aspect of Slaanesh. His 
tribes differ from others in that they embrace 
hedonism and excess as holy, something that 
would be anathema to the severe worldview of 
the tribal servants of the other gods. But the 
Great Serpent is mysterious and exotic, and 
draws to Himself more converts with every year 
that passes. 


The tribes dedicated to Loesh the Serpent 
believe that their lord lives in the sea, and they 
say that He can sometimes be seen rising from 
the depths to consume young maidens and 
youths. Water is his element, for it is always 
shifting and can be cold and frigid or warm and 
inviting. Overcome with religious ecstasy, some 
tribesmen actually fling themselves from cliffs 
into the bosom of the roaring ocean, so that they 


might join their sensual lord in his watery | 


domain. Prisoners are also thrown down from 
these cliffs, often with large stones tied to their 
legs in an effort to travel deeper in their search 
for the Great Serpent. 


The tribesmen of the Serpent indulge them- 
selves in all kinds of debauchery. They quaff 
vast quantities of alcohol, and the consumption 
of rare hallucinogenic plants and roots is com- 
mon. The visions granted by this unrefined flora 
are regarded as signs and portents from the 
Loesh Himself, and who can say if they are not? 
For the god of Pleasure loves all excess in his 
name and revels in the helpless addictions of his 
deluded servants. 


Before battle, the warriors of the Serpent’s 
tribes tend to brew themselves intoxicating liq- 
uids that render them almost completely 
oblivious to pain and fear, and encourages them 
to luxuriate in even the greatest dangers. The 
warriors sing their praises to the Serpent as they 
march to war, and scream their ululating battle 
cries once their enemies are met — a sound as ter- 





rifying to their enemies as it is pleasing to their 
god. 


When these warriors sweep down from their 
northern climes to raid our own fair lands, they, 
more than any other of the marauder tribes, 
debauch themselves with rape and pillage. They 
are also the greatest slavers of all the northern 
tribes, and they have been known to carry off the 
women and children of entire towns, though for 


| what fell purpose I shudder to contemplate. 


Where the servants of Khorne care nothing for 
the pain and misery they inflict in their god’s 
name, the Serpent’s tribesmen take their greatest 
pleasure from inflicting these things upon their 
enemies. Their weapons are sharp and their 
twisted minds are inventive, and they play with 
their victims before finally despatching them. A 
cruel and erotic pleasure is taken in their ene- 


| mies’ growing desperation as they are killed 


slowly and callously, one cut at a time. 





































Che Saga of Styrkaar 


BEING A CONCISE RECOUNT OF THE SAGA OF STYRKAAR AS LEARNT BY JANUSZ 
HANAUER ON ONE OF HIS MANY JOURNEYS INTO THE SAVAGE REALMS WHICH 


LIE TO THE NORTH OF OUR DEAR EMPIRE. 


1 HAVE RECEIVED just recently an account 
from my esteemed colleague, the anthropolo- 
gist Janusz Hanauer, of a saga that is being told 
across the length and breadth of Norsca. Where it 
is not unusual for the unlettered barbarians of the 
north to invent new sagas with every sunrise, only 
to recount them at every sunset, it is unusual for 
any saga to gain such far reaching popularity in 
such a relatively short space of time, as Hanauer 
assures me this ‘Saga of Styrkaar’ has. 


In addition to this, Hanauer tells me that this is 
one of the first sagas he has come across that men- 
tions that most dreaded of all the warlords of 
Chaos, Archaon. It is alarming to think that this 
name has become one of such common folklore as 
far south-west as Norsca, when most of the other 
tales and references to him focus around the east- 
ern steppes and far, far to the north around the 
inner lands of the Chaos Wastes. 


Here follows Hanauer's own annotated version 
of the saga: 


“This is the saga of Styrkaar, chosen servant of 
Shornaal, Darkling Prince of Chaos. 


“Styrkaar was born into the Sortsvinaer tribe 
on the northern coast of cold Norsca. His father, 
Jerg Svengor, was a mighty warlord, and 
throughout his childhood Styrkaar was treated 
with the respect due to the son of such a 
renowned leader of men. Yet the Norscans are a 
hard people in a hard country and they must be 
strong if they are to survive, and no warrior of 
that icy land, no matter how great and respected, 
would have a weak or spoilt son. So, just as any 
other boy, Styrkaar learned how to hunt and fish, 
and he was taught all the skills of a warrior. 


“Jerg Svengor was a formidable man, harsh and 
volatile as all great leaders of the northern climes 
seem wont to be, and oft were the time when 
Styrkaar felt his father’s fists. Yet, when another 
warrior beat young Styrkaar, Svengor had the 
warrior whipped until his back was bloodied and 
flayed bare of its skin. But, even-handed in his 
justice, Svengor then beat his son, for he agreed 
that Styrkaar did deserve to be punished, but 
wanted all to know that it was no one else’s right 
to mete it out. 


“It is said that from the earliest age Styrkaar 
had a companion, unseen by the rest of the 


tribe, and as a babe he would giggle at the 
antics of this being as it danced above his crib. 
This shadow-friend told Styrkaar its name, 
Sle'zuzu, and bade the boy never to speak of his 


| presence, not to friends nor family, else he 


would disappear, never to return. An intelligent 
and devious child, Styrkaar accepted this with- 
out question, and nol for a moment in all the 
years of his childhood did he think it strange to 
have Sle'zuzu as his constant companion. 


"For his part, Sle'zuzu would whisper words 
and secrets to the young chieftain's son that 
made his life easier. If Styrkaar was caught in 
some childish scrape, then Sle'zuzu would 
speak quietly in his ear. Prompted by his 
shadow-friend, the young boy would repeat 
these words out loud, and his punishment was 
often lessened because of them. Sle’zuzu seemed 
to know exactly the right words Styrkaar 
needed to say to calm the angry and make peo- 
ple pleased by his apparent wit and 
intelligence. 


“Styrkaar was a popular child, making friends 
effortlessly and charming adults who were 
impressed by his fearless attitude and total self- 
confidence. His peers respected him, for he 
received no favouritism from his harsh father. 
He trained alongside the other children in the 
techniques of warfare, and of crewing the great 
Norse longships across the icy sea. Blessed was 
the boy, for he excelled in all things, impressing 
his elders and filling his father with unspoken 
pride. 

“By his eighteenth summer Styrkaar had 
secured for himself a powerful position within 
his tribe, and all held him in high esteem. He 
had grown tall and strong and was one of the 
mightiest warriors of his people. Many were the 
raids that he led and won against rival tribes, 
and he had even subdued the Kurgan to the 
north, and ravaged several coastal towns of the 
‘effete’ southern peoples of the Empire and 
Bretonnia. Both his peers and the older veter- 
ans of the Sortsvinaer followed his lead 
without question, for such was their faith in 
Svengor’s son. But for his part, Svengor’s pride 
for his son had begun to sour, for he knew that 
his popularity with the tribe and the loyalty he 
inspired within its warriors was a threat to his 














own position as headman. His treatment of 
Styrkaar became ever more brutal, and this 
served only to fan the growing resentment of his 
people. Prompted by Sle'zuzu, Styrkaar quietly 
fuelled this resentment, though he was ever care- 
ful never to appear disloyal. 


“Eventually, a confrontation arose between 
father and son, during a feast celebrating yet 
another of Styrkaar’s successful raids. Jerg 
Svengor, his faced reddened by drink, refused to 
join in the toast raised in his son’s honour. 
Instead he pointed at Styrkaar and stated that 
his son would never equal the greatness that he 
himself possessed. As the gathered tribesmen 
began to murmur disapprovingly at their liege- 
lord's drunken words, Sle'zuzu, who spoke only 
rarely to Styrkaar these days, prompted the 
young warrior into action. He rose from his seat, 
and, with Sle’suzu feeding him the words to 
speak, calmly asked his father to raise his gob- 
let to join in the toast. Outraged, Svengor 
leapt unsteadily to his feet and swung his 
fist in a clumsy blow, smashing Styrkaar 
to the ground. I can imagine that a 
slight smile touched Styrkaar’s lips 
then, as he rose to his feet once 
more, wiping a trickle of blood “sar 
from his cracked lips. R 
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his warriors stood by him. He knew that he was 
facing death, death at the hands of his only son. 
But his path was set, and drunk or no, there 
was only one course of action open to a warrior 
in his position. Turning back to his still smiling 
son, Svengor balled his fists once more and 
charged. 


“That night, Styrkaar became the new Jerg of 
the tribe. 


“The feasting continued for three solid days 
and nights. When at last the celebration ended, 
Styrkaar lay exhausted and exhilarated on his 
father’s furred pallet, a sleeping woman on 
either side of him. Sle’zuzu came to him then, 
whispering in his sibilant voice. He told 
Styrkaar to raise an altar to the Dark Prince 
Slaanesh, or ‘Shornaal’ as he is known amongst 
the Sortsvinaer. Sle'zuzu told Styrkaar that 
Slaanesh was already looking down upon him, 
and had already shown his divine favour upon 
the young warrior. Styrkaar was well pleased 
with these words, and lay back onto his soft 
pallet with visions of grandeur and excess fill- 
ing his mind. 


“During the following years, Styrkaar led the 
Sortsvinaer to ever greater and more ambitious 
raids and battles, revelling in the excessive 
slaughter he brought down upon his enemies. 
Always as he fought, he heaped his devotions 
upon the god Slaanesh, and always did he 
return victorious. After one such raid, 
Slaanesh made it known that Styrkaar’s 
actions were indeed pleasing and, as the sky 
darkened above, the spirit of Sle’suzu was 
forced into Styrkaar’s mind and convulsing 
body, blending the two into one. Even as his 
warriors watched, Styrkaar’s teeth lengthened 
into delicate fangs, and his skin took on an 
unnatural glow from within, as if a cold light 
burned just beneath the surface. Knowing 
nothing of Sle'zuzu, Styrkaar’s unquestioningly 
loyal warriors saw only that their beloved 
leader had been touched by the gods, and fell to 
their knees in adoration and wonder. 


"As the years progressed, Styrkaar’s fame con- 
tinued to spread across the lands of the north, 
and his favour with Slaanesh became increas- 
ingly apparent. He rode into battle upon the 
back of a strange serpent-steed — a daemonic 
gift from his patron and master. Warriors came 
from all over Norsca and the northern wastes to 
fight alongside one so favoured by the gods, 
hoping that in doing so they might themselves 
gain a measure of their new lord’s greatness. 


Che Saga of Styrkaar 






Styrkaar bathed in the praise and devotion 
that was lavished upon him, and his followers 
continued to grow in number. 


“And yet, though worshipped almost as a god, 
Styrkaar did not grow soft under the weight of 
such adoration. In battle he was said to move 
with fluid grace, filling his enemies with a mix- 
ture of awe and horror. He gloried in slaughter, 
rampaging through the ranks of his enemies, 
meting out death and suffering with every flick 
of his curved blade. His greatest delight was in 
the pain and fear he inflicted upon his enemies, 
and the rewards he would reap from them once 
they had been subdued. In battle, his followers 
would scream, revelling in his psychotic 
debauchery, bustling to get as close as they 
could to his exalted form. If any of them got too 
near, Styrkaar would lash out at them, and they 
would fall back, ecstatic at having been 
touched by their idol. 


“Styrkaar’s killing spree continued unabated 
for two decades. In bloody combat, Styrkaar 
and his followers slaughtered many of the pow- 
erful warbands that roamed the Chaos Wastes, 
including that of dread Karnak and his devo- 
tees of Khorne, and the mysterious Asgeiir and 
his masked warriors of Tzeentch. In hand-to- 
hand combat, Styrkaar is said to have 
slaughtered Vandred the Majestic, a favoured 
Champion of Slaanesh. Upon the Champions 
death, his own warband dropped to their knees 
to sing Styrkaar’s praises. 


“Eventually, there came the day when whis- 
pers began to reach Styrkaar of a warrior 
blessed beyond all others, who bore the most 
ancient and holy artefacts of the gods. The 
name of Archaon broke through the haze of 
adoration that surrounded Styrkaar. At first, 
the name and the awe that surrounded it 
angered him, but his god, the rapturous 
Slaanesh, made it known that Archaon was 
within His favour, as well as that of the entire 
pantheon of the gods of Chaos. Styrkaar was 
not to stand against him. 


“Stories of Archaon’s successes continued to 
spread throughout the lands, and when word 
came of his arrival within Sortsvinaer terri- 
tory, the tribes were excited and fearful. They 
knew that their lord Styrkaar had slain his 
rival Champion Vandred, and that Vandred 
had been a favoured companion of Archaon. 
Many believed that Archaon brought war to the 
Sortsvinaer, yet Styrkaar remained unmoving 
within his great hall, even as he was told that 





Che Saga of ۴ 


Archaon and his infamous Swords of Chaos 
approached. 


“They rode unopposed through the villages of 
the Sortsvinaer, and made their way to 
Styrkaar’s hall. Only when Archaon stooped his 
massive form to enter the hall did Styrkaar stir, 
raising himself from his reclining pose. With a 
dismissive wave of his hand, Styrkaar waved 
his awe-struck attendants from the room. 


“When the pair emerged from the hall, they | 


saw that many people had travelled from all 
over Sortsvinaer to witness the outcome of this 
meeting. As was the custom amongst 


Sortsvinaer allies, the two mighty warlords 


clasped each other’s forearms in a firm grasp, 
and the crowds gathered there filled the air 
with raucous cheering. 


“Styrkaar had struck a pact with Archaon, 
promising that when the time came, he would 
launch all his longships to ravage the coast of 
the Old World, and strike terror behind the 
lines of their hated southern enemies. 


“For his part, Styrkaar no doubt looks 
towards that day with longing. He knows that 
Slaanesh is well pleased with his endeavours, 
and if he performs well in the coming conflict, 
then surely his path to daemonhood will be 
assured...” ; 
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DREAM CONSTANTLY of the barren lands 

beyond the frozen valleys of Norsca, but I do 
not need to wait for sleep to see them, nor even do 
I need to close my eyes. The landscapes of the 
Chaos foothills suddenly impose themselves onto 
the world around me in perfect clarity. It is as if my 
perceptions have been cut loose from the bounds of 
the physical world. 


At first I was loath to look about me when these 
visions descended, but now I see them for the gift 
| they are. Whereas I can watch the ser- 

vants and slaves of the Infernal 


as few perceive my 
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7 believe 
` that this 
altered state is 
a gift from Holy 
Sigmar. I have 
to believe this. 
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There appears 

to be a pattern to 

these visions. I 

seem drawn to the 

multifarious ser- 

vants and warriors 

of Slaanesh; forced to 

witness their heinous 

activities. Of all these 

debauched monsters 

however, it is the Pleasure 

God’s champions that fill 

me with the most horror 
and disgust. 


For countless 
millennia, these most 
debased servants of 
Slaanesh have 

seduced man, woman 


Powers, to them I am less than a ghost, | 





be destroyed. 


Champions of Slaanesh 


BEING A COMPREHENSIVE ANALYSIS OF THOSE MOST DANGEROUS OF 
CREATURES, SLAANESHI CHAMPIONS — THOSE FAVOURED MOST BY THEIR 
DARK GODS AS BEING HIS MOST VIOLENT AND DEBAUCHED OF WARRIORS, 





and beast, with their beauty and art and by means 
of their incantations, conjurations and accursed 
crafts. I see them around me, revelling in their per- 
versity, taking their unholy delight in all manner of 
abominable deeds. But as I have learned from my 
own sore experience with Dolmancé, even the 
meanest of the Slaaneshi cannot simply be ignored 
as just debauched hedonists. The champions of the 
Pleasure God are the most dangerous of all His 
mortal servants, both as warriors of appalling 
ruthlessness and demagogues of alarming skill. 
They spread their Master’s depravity amongst the 
foolish and unwary, promoting such extreme 
heresy and deviance as to be an affront to nature 
itself. 


Slaaneshi champions seem to almost always 
$) follow the same path: as they become more 
Ww "| and more absorbed into their goals, they 
EX become increasingly distant from their 

followers. But this aloof persona only 

serves to fuel the blind adoration of the 
champions' followers, and it is not long 
before the most successful amongst them are 
worshipped as mortal avatars of their Dark 
Master's perfection. These champions are proud of 
the unwholesome gifts that Slaanesh bestows upon 
them, and bathe openly in the praise heaped on 
them by those they regard as lesser mortals. 












Once they have reached this point, I can see no 
salvation for these champions. Whether they suc- 
ceed in being raised to the position of daemons, or 
whether they are cast down as spawn, they will 
never escape the will of their tempestuous Master. 
Indeed, no-one that receives the Mark of a daemon 
god can ever be saved, and they may never turn 
from the path of Chaos. Their souls belong to their 
dark god, and they must stay to the path that He 
lays out for them, or perish and face an eternity of 
torment. There is no half-way point. 


For the most successful of Slaanesh's champions 
there comes a point when they become so far 
removed from mortal concerns that all remnants 
of humanity are left far behind. From then on their 
entire existence focuses around their never-ending 
quest for the ultimate sensation and the fulfilment 
of their own selfish goals. Once elevated to, or per- 
haps trapped within this perspective, the 
champion will see all other creatures as sub- 
servient to his will, there to adore and obey him or 
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MOSTLY REGARDING AN ACCOUNT OF THE DREADFUL FATE OF DECHALA, AND 
HER SUBSEQUENT AND ONGOING RAMPAGE THROUGHOUT THE NORTHERN 
PROVINCES. 


A S THE DAYS have passed, my grip on the 
physical world becomes ever more sporadic. 
One moment I am sitting here in my study, and 
in the next I find myself in the Northern Wastes 
once more. But my presence within the Wastes is 
fluid and ever changing. From one heartbeat to 
the next I seem to travel vast distances, vet when 
I try to walk any distance for myself the going is 
slow and arduous. I do not know where I am 
being taken, but I know I am being drawn by 
some external power. I can only pray that my 
invisible guide is Holy Sigmar, and not some 
malevolent escort. 


Today I found myself before a tall monolith of 
white marble. Fine silks of purple and gold were 
draped around it, somehow untouched by the 
harsh winds and blinding sleet that tore across 
the Wastes. I knew that this edifice had been 
erected to the lascivious glory of Slaanesh. 


Lifting aside the great swathes of silk, I saw 
this inscription carved into the pink veined mar- 
ble of the monolith: 


"I write of my love, I write of my mistress, she 


who is the Daughter of Pleasure, the Sister of | 


Delight. 


"Though her arms and neck sparkle with gor- 
geous jewels, they are dull and devoid of lustre 
next to the seductive malice that shines from her 
eyes. 
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“Her lips are full and wanton, her teeth are nee- 
dle-like pearls. In her hand she holds a golden 
Chalice, overflowing with the wine of her hatred. 


“She is drunk with the blood of righteous men, 
and her body sways to the song of lost innocence. 


“Though I long for her embrace, I fear her, for I 
know that though Death stands before me, my 
lady shall never let me go. 


“Traveller, heed my words. The Favoured 
Concubine has returned, and she shall claim 
back all that was denied her.” 


I have had time to muse upon these words and 
I believe I know of whom they speak. The 
‘Favoured Concubine’ can be none other than 


| the vile Slaaneshi creature known as Dechala. 


Dechala who causes the hearts of men to go 
astray. Dechala who appears in the dreams of 
night and in the vision the day. Dechala who 
burns and casts down with nightmares the lands 
and peoples of Sigmar. Dechala, the Denied One. 


Though I sit close to my fire, nothing can warm 
the chill inspired within me. This murderous 
harlot has plagued the Mortal Realms for longer 
than Imperial histories record. Throughout my 
researches I have uncovered numerous legends 
about her, although no two concur on all the 
details of her past. There are, however, twelve 
accounts that are interesting in their consistency. 


Some suggest that Dechala’s near-immortality 
is in fact part of a curse laid on her as punish- 
ment for some terrible crime long ago — although 
who laid the curse and what her crime might 
have been, the legends do not agree. One legend 
that I found of particular pertinence tells that 
Dechala was once a beautiful princess of far-off 
Ulthuan who fell (or was pushed) into darkness 
millennia before the rise of Sigmar. If this is true 
it indicates that although the Elder race are less 
inclined to offer themselves body and soul to the 
service of the Chaos Gods, (as I have discussed in 
previous sections), it is by no means unprece- 
dented. 





The legend tells that Dechala was once the 
daughter of An-Toralis, a great and mighty lord 
of Nagarythe who had fought alongside 
Aenarion against the hordes of Chaos so many 
thousands of years ago. It is said that such was 
Dechala’s porcelain-skinned beauty that she 











drew the gaze of the daemon prince Samael 
Silver Tongue, exalted servant of the Pleasure 
God. Wherever Dechala fled with her family, 
Samael and his daemonic minions would find 
them. 


Samael wanted Dechala as he had wanted no 
other being since his ascension to daemonhood, 
yet such was the cruelty within his heart that it 
was not enough for him to snatch her from her 
family, as indeed, he could most surely have 
done. Instead, Samael wanted to drive her fam- 
ily apart, fermenting fear and hatred within their 
mortal hearts. 


Always his demands were the same: if Dechala 
was given unto him, he would leave her family in 
peace. Until that time, he hounded their every 
footstep, violating their homes and their minds, 
killing their servants and pets in the most 
horrific ways, and pushing each and 
every one of them closer and closer to 
madness. Perhaps it was Samael’s 
efforts that finally broke Dechala’s 
family, or perhaps the brutal 
insanity that had emanated 
from Aenarion since he had 
drawn the Widowmaker 
finally affected them too. 
Who can say? Whatever the 
case, the day came when An- 
Toralis struck a bargain with 
Samael, and handed over his 
daughter to the daemon 
prince. 


Rather than simply abuse 
her and consume her soul, 
Samael chose to corrupt 
Dechala so that her beauty and 
grace would be his forever- 
more. And this he did. Such 
was  Dechala's fear of 
samael, and such was her 
bitterness towards her 
father for abandoning 
her, that she was all too 
willing to become the 
monster Samael 
wanted her to be. In 
anger and frustration, 
Dechala agreed to marry 
Samael so long as he granted 
her the power to revenge herself 
upon her hated family. Wicked joy in his 
heart, Samael agreed. He gave Dechala strength 
of arm and skill with blades, and led her back to 
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the camp of her father. In that fell night, Dechala 
unleashed all her wrath upon her one-time fam- 
ily, killing her siblings and cousins and drinking 
the blood of their children. Her father she left 
until last, and he took many hours to die, 
screaming his regret and his horror into the 
darkness. 


Such was the imagination and fury of 
Dechala’s patricide that the Lord of Pleasure 
blessed her with His mark. But as is often the 
way between the followers of Slaanesh, sudden 
jealousy began to ferment in Samael’s heart that 
his beloved lord had shown Dechala His favour. 
Despite this, they married, and so were they 
bound, one to the other. But Dechala had tasted 
the painful glory and twisted passion that flowed 
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from her new god Slaanesh, and she became less 
and less content to exist in the shadow of her 
husband and lord, Samael. 


“I will linger below you no longer,” she said at 
last. “We are equals you and I, inasmuch as we 
are both favoured by Holy Slaanesh, created to 
serve Him.” But Samael would not listen to her, 
and when Dechala saw that his thoughts were 
turning against her, she fled away into the 
Wastes of Chaos. 


Samael’s anger at his wife’s lack of constancy 
boiled and raged. He lashed the ground and air 


| with fire and fury. He raised his arms in prayer 


to his Master. 


“Sovereign Lord!” he cried. “The woman that I 
took for myself has run from me! To her I 
showed Your Glory, and through me she tasted 
Your Sweetness. Bring her back, Darling One! 
Bring her back so that I might punish her, so 
that I might burn her with my coldest love!" 


Then Slaanesh appeared before Samael, and 
wrath was in his gaze, "Make no demands of 
your Lord! Make no demands of Me lest I take 
back all that that I have given you and cast you 
from My sight." Thus rebuked, Samael lowered 
his eyes from his Master. 


But Slaanesh loved His servant Samael and 
offered him this compromise, *If Dechala agrees 
to return to you of her own volition, then she is 
yours to do with as you please. But should she 
choose to remain apart from you, no matter how 
far Dechala may rise in My favour and Grace, 
she will never ascend to your height of daemon- 
hood as long as you yet survive." 


And so it was that Dechala refused to return to 
her husband, and was free to rise through the 
ranks of Slaanesh's favoured champions. Yet her 
freedom is bitter indeed, for no matter how 
many gifts she receives from her god, she will 
never join the ranks of His daemons as long as 
Samael remains in existence. 


Whereas both of these stories possess a certain 
romanticism, I can't help but wonder whether 
there is some grain of truth in them. Dechala is, 
after all, also known as ‘The Denied One’, and 
either of the two legends might lend an inkling as 
to what the title of ‘Denied’ refers. 


There are some points in which all the legends 
(and more contemporary accounts) agree: 
Dechala is without doubt one of the most inhu- 
man creatures to have ever hunted beneath the 
stars. She is described as beautiful, pitiless, and 
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extraordinarily beguiling, despite the fact that 
she apparently bears little resemblance now to 
either human or elf. The many blessings 
bestowed on her by her perverse god are said to 
have mutated her to such an extent that she 
appears more daemon than human. 


Her skin is described as smooth, white as 
porcelain and without blemish. Her lower torso 
has been warped into the shape of a lithe and 
sinuous serpent, and her long tail ends in a scor- 
pion’s sting that whips and cracks when she is 
aroused or angry. Her blue-green eyes are said to 
burn with a wanton inner-light, promising terri- 
ble pain and boundless pleasure to all who 
would stand against her. 


Dechala’s visage is said to evoke as much 
loathing as it does pleasure, and she obviously 
possesses the kind of beauty that only Slaanesh 
can bestow - as disturbing as it is irresistible. 


Throughout the long millennia, Dechala has 
missed no opportunity to demonstrate her total 
dedication as a disciple of Slaanesh. Her whole 
existence seems to be based around her need to 
indulge her every whim, and be free from what 
she regards as the shackles of Law and Order. 
However, it is plain that this painted monster 
seeks these things only for herself, everyone else 
can suffer and die for all she cares, just so long as 
her own desires are satisfied. 


Yet death is not the worst fate of those who 
would stand against this Chaos whore, for such 
is Dechala’s twisted nature that she prefers to 
enslave her enemies rather than kill them. If the 
stories are to be believed, Dechala has created 
one of the most potent and dangerous substan- 
cies in the world, using an unholy blend of 
sacrificial blood, warpstone, and the vile fluids 
of her fornication. Those unlucky enough to be 
captured by Dechala are forced to consume some 
of this hideous elixir, and from that point on they 
need no chains to keep them from fleeing her 
camp. From their first sip, Dechala’s prisoners 
become the most desperate of addicts, as their 
craving for this noxious liquid renders them as 
helpless slaves to the slightest whim of their 
cruel and lustful mistress. 


As can be expected of a Slaaneshi champion of 
her infamy, Dechala does not work alone. She 
has gathered about her a loyal band of Slaaneshi 
hedonists, and together they have cut out one of 
the bloodiest and most fearful reputations of any 
warband to emerge from the Chaos Wastes. Like 
their mistress, they revel in perversity and vice, 
actively enjoying the suffering they bring to oth- 
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ers — hence their name, the Tak’neisen, or the 
‘ Tormentors.’ 


The decadence of the Tormentors is said to 
have sunk to levels of depravity unknown any- 
where else in the world. I can only imagine the 
horrors inflicted upon Dechala’s slaves, as they 
amble around the Tormentors’ camp, attending 
to the unholy desires of their masters. Each dose 
of Dechala’s elixir that the slaves ingest induces 
their minds to slip further and further into a 
dreadful waking nightmare, while their bodies 
slowly warp and change. In time, I am told that 
their physical shape deteriorates to such an 
extent that all that remains of these pitiful crea- 
tures is a quivering mass of abused flesh. Having 
allowed their slaves to reach this heinous state, 
the Tormentors then abandon them to the soul- 
wrenching withdrawal from Declrála's “elixir, 


that will be followed by a painful and lingering ~ 


death. 


Before the slaves reach this point of formless 
damnation, they follow the Tormentors as a 
horde of shambling horrors — nightmarish 
blasphemies against nature that simply 
should not be. Those enemies that the 
Tormentors do not slay for sport, or those 









unfortunate souls that are left wounded upon the 
battlefield, will find themselves overwhelmed by 
a mass of these screaming slaves, only to be held 
down and forced to ingest some of Dechala's vile 
elixir. One drop is enough to damn the recipient 
to become yet another slave to the lustful cruel- 
ties of the Tormentors. 


Death may seem a welcome relief to these poor 
souls. 
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A HYPOTHESIS CONCERNING THE RUINOUS ARMIES THAT WAGE A CONSTANT 
WAR BETWEEN THEMSELVES, AND EXAMINATION OF THE HIGHER 
MACHINATIONS OF THE CHAOS GODS. 


Aces THE ICY fjords of Norsca I have 
travelled, and north again over the freezing 
plains of the Ghargars and Kvelligs. I have 
passed through the Northmen’s camps and set- 
tlements, my steps faltering, terror in my mouth. 
I know that Sigmar cannot guard and keep me 
here, for in this land of Old Gods and dark pow- 
ers, the words of the Heldenhammer echo hollow 
in my head and freeze upon my tongue. 


I have been brought to this cursed land so that 
I might see first hand the most dangerous of all 
the Slaves to Darkness — the terrible beings that 
make up the dread armies of Chaos. I have 
watched as they march, ride, crawl and fly across 
the ice sheets, screaming their words of hatred 
and worship, singing their blasphemous hymns 
to their ever-present gods. 


From amidst this nightmarish host there are 
those whose deeds in the service of the gods have 
been rewarded above all others. Those who have 
been chosen as great champions, who have laid 
countless lives and souls at the altars of Chaos, 
and brought ruination to the forces of Order and 
Nature. Their skin is marked by their unholy 
patrons, their icons festooned with sigils and 
images of devotion, their armour inlaid with the 
runes of their allegiance, and their weapons 
inscribed with blasphemous blessings. 


I have already spoken of these cruellest of mor- 
tals, and so I will not linger on them here. Instead 
I shall write of other, even darker beings I have 
seen on my travels: the most ancient warriors of 
Entropy. I shall write of the daemonic legions. 


The Chaos Gods may have many armies of 
mortal followers, but it is the daemonic legions 
that are the true measure of their power. The 
legions fight deep within the Chaos Wastes, 
almost at its very heart, enforcing and enacting 
the will of their god. Their battlefields are places 
where no mortal would dare to tread, their num- 


| bers dwarf even the mightiest armies of the 


mortal world, and their savagery and power is 
unmatched and unmatchable by mere humans. 


These daemonic legions are no collection of 
petty mortals squabbling over some insignificant 
battlefield, rather they can be seen as the physi- 
cal representation of specific ideas of their patron 
god, and are therefore a demonstration and 
instrument of His will. The different concepts 
and purposes that form the great Chaos Powers 
often overlap and contradict each other, and 
these contradictions are manifested physically in 
the form of opposing daemonic legions. Their 
battles form part of the eternal game played by 
the gods, the prizes being increased power and 
the right to decide the Direction and Purpose of 
Chaos. 


Conflict between opposing legions is nothing 
less than open warfare between rival gods — one 
of the many that shatter and rock the Chaos 
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Wastes. They are the games played between 
rival Powers to test or establish the (always 
temporary) supremacy of one over another. 


I say ‘game’ because even when the mighty 


Legions of Chaos meet in conflict, the daemon 
gods cannot stay their interfering hands. As 
daemon faces daemon and champion faces 
champion and the very earth quakes with fear 
and dread, the Four Powers pass down rituals 
to bind their cohorts. Like skilful and pedantic 
advocates in a court of law, the Dark Lords 
argue the smallest point, the most obscure pro- 
cedures, and least significant of details, vying 
with one another for even the slightest advan- 
tage. 


Sometimes the ritual is of great import, using 
forbidden sorcery or enchanted weapons, or 
maybe weapons of iron, steel or wood might be 
abolished so that only the ‘natural’ claws and 
teeth of the combatants might be used. Yet 
other times the rituals seem petty and beneath 
contempt, with certain colour garments and 
armour disallowed from the field of battle. 
Sometimes the rituals seem to defy all logic, as 
when killing and bloodshed are forbidden. But 
in the immeasurable minds of the Chaos Gods 
there is always a purpose and a reason for 


everything, though it may be unfathomable to | 


any but themselves. 


The Gods agree the rituals of combat, and 
once agreed they are binding, even unto the 
least creature on the field. Even unto the 
greatest. Once the great lords of Chaos have 
spoken, there is no mortal or daemon that can 
gainsay their words. All obey unquestioningly. 


These ‘rules’ are of paramount importance 
to the Gods. Within their own realm, the gods 


have no real limitations upon their power. Asa 
result they often impose these artificial restric- 
tions upon themselves. To use the human mind 
as an allegory for the processes of the Chaos 
Gods, just as the greatest creativity and 
achievements for humans often come from the 
restriction of options and the focussing on one 
particular goal, so too can these ritual battles 
of the Chaos Powers be seen in a similar way. 


So the Gods of Chaos fight their elaborate 
battles, staying within their ‘rules’ by choice 
and by means of some unfathomable inclina- 
tion — although each and every one of the 
Chaos Powers always seek to legitimately alter 
those rules so that they might better reflect 
their own strengths and purposes. 


To the forces of any daemonic legion, once 
their Master has spoken to order them to a cer- 
tain place at a certain time, they will fight 
with total passion and conviction, as these bat- 
tles are more rituals of worship as they are 
anything else. They will even fight another 
legion of the same god without hesitation or 
mercy, if that is what they have been com- 
manded to do. For indeed, the Realm of Chaos 
is a strange and malleable place, where even 
the most fleeting whims of the gods are often 
expressed physically, though allegorically. A 
battle between two legions of the same god 
could be regarded as a physical expression of 
the relevant Chaos Power’s own thought 
processes — a debate with itself over a new 
course of action, or the testing of a theory, per- 
haps. 

























However, though these legions may be the 
thoughts and whims of the gods, they are also 
very real and utterly terrifying armies that can 
only be opposed by another such army. No 
mortal force, regardless of its size or determi- 
nation, could stand against the power of an 
entire daemonic legion. It would be crushed 
instantly, its troops smashed aside like reeds 
before a tidal wave. 


But fortunately, for we of the Mortal Realms, 
the legions’ battlefields exist neither wholly in 
the material world nor in the immaterial 
Realm of Chaos, but in the places where these 
two realities overlap. As such, the only way 
that ordinary mortals could witness the horri- 
ble might of a daemonic legion is if they swear 
fealty to the Chaos Gods, or if the Realm of 
Chaos spreads across our world. Neither of 
these seem very enticing options. 


THE RANKS OF THE DAMNED 


Those mighty daemons that are most favoured, 
the multifarious princes and dukes of Chaos, 
command the daemonic legions. The countless 
thousands of footsoldiers that makes up the 
legion are the greater, lesser, and minor spirits 
and daemons of the relevant Chaos Power. 


The mortal servants of the Chaos Gods play 
an important, though secondary role within 
such daemonic legions. The first of these mor- 
tal warriors are the very mightiest champions 
in a god’s service. They have shown them- 
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selves to be amongst the greatest disciples of | 


their God's Word, and little removed from dae- 
mons in the savagery of their actions and their 
devotion to Chaos. They are sometimes chosen 
to accompany a legion as a final test before 
being ‘elevated’ to daemonhood. 


The second mortal group that march within 
the daemonic legions are those unfortunates 
chosen at the point of death to serve their god 
in a very direct fashion. They are maintained 


by the power of their god in an endless and | 


undying ‘glory’. These are the legendary 
heroes of Chaos, they fight and die in huge 
numbers, only to rise again at the end of the 
conflict, restored by their Masters' awesome 
power. These once-mortal legionaries become 
supremely arrogant in the service of their mas- 
ters, and completely disdainful of all other 
beings. So sure are they that they have been 
especially chosen for immortality and glory, 
that I believe they miss the bleak truth. Their 
existence is a purposeless one, doomed as they 


are to eternal conflict and endless repetitions of 
their own deaths. 


To the gods, however, this sacrifice counts for 
little. In their own realm, the Gods of Chaos 
are infinitely powerful, so that the loss of a bat- 
tle represents no more than the loss of a few 
copper coins to a compulsive gambler. 


THE LEGIONS OF PLEASURE 


Although not a god of war, Slaanesh does 
indulge in conflict and violence on all scales — 
it is yet another pleasure to be sampled and 
perfected. For His servants, war is simply a 
fetish, part of the greater ritual of endless sen- 
sation and pleasure, and Slaanesh is always the 
first of the Great Powers to insist upon elabo- 
rate conditions and rituals before His legions 
give battle. 


The hedonistic followers of Slaanesh seek 
gratification of the senses in every endeavour 
and battle is another method of finding new 
warped delights. For the Slaaneshi, the thrills 
of battle and the infliction and experience of 
pain are things to be joyfully repeated. 
Slaaneshi daemons and mortal warriors take 
an obscene delight in causing pain and taking 
lives; their wanton pleasure spurred to new 
heights by the suffering and desperation of 
their opponents. 


The Slaaneshi attitudes to battle and death 
are reflected in the legion's appearance as it 
marches to war. I have seen their troops clad 
only in the finest silks and the unblemished 
leather of the softest hides, dyed in frivolous 
colours and clashing patterns, and bedecked 
with fantastic jewels. The whole impression 
was that of a costume ball or masque, rather 
than a battle. Their demeanour was equally 
perverse. Slaanesh's daemons and warriors 
sang jovful songs and shrieked obscene jokes to 
one another, whilst disporting themselves with 
the dead and laughing with pleasure as their 
own lives were taken. 


Their cries of release at the kiss of the sword's 
edge were hideous and foul, and their painted 
lips matched the wet-lipped crimson grins that 
their opponents’ blades brought with their 
passing. Indeed, every sensation was sampled 
and enjoyed. It seems that it is impossible for 
the Slaaneshi to experience horror or distaste 
for anything, only varying degrees of pleasure 
and satisfaction. These things I have seen, 
these things I have heard. 
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A BRIEF INTERLUDE TO DISCUSS A SUBJECT WHICH MAY HAVE SOME 
RELEVANCE TO MY WIDER INVESTIGATIONS. INCLUDING AN EXTRACT FROM 
THE POEM: ‘THE HORNED MAN’. 


So OF THE many texts I have pored 
over make mention of a cruel and manipu- 
lative entity; he has many names, but by far the 
most common is the Horned Man. he is said to 
prey on those vunerable, those who find them- 
selves in a state of spiritual fragility by invading 
their dreams, and somehow feeding on their 
growing mental anguish. 


The most interesting reference to the Horned 
Man I have found in an anonymous Tilean | 


writer's little known collection of tales: The 
Dream Reaper and other Stories. The tale 
describes a tall man with a staff, and antlers 
springing out of his head. In the tale he enters 
the dreams of young children, and tries to con- 
vince them to commit bad deeds upon waking. 


This is a typical cautionary tale of the tradi- 
tional kind, but one sentence really caught my 
attention: 


“And when she awoke, her mind was enrap- 
tured, and stolen away. On her face was a mark 
of a circle and a sickle, and she lived her remain- 
ing days under a vale of silence.” 


I have seen him - the Horned Man - in my 
dreams and in the daylight. He sees me also, 
although I do not know how. I close my eyes and 
he is there waiting, staring back at me, his gaze 
burning the fibre of my mind, his cruel laughter 
chilling my heart. 


Is he a warrior from amongst the Infernal 
Legions? Is he something more? Something 
worse? A champion perhaps? A shaman? A 
being of power certainly, for he manipulates my 
thoughts, he draws me to him when the evening 
shadows begin to lengthen and my mind wan- 
ders from the task at hand. 


He whispers to me constantly, telling me that 
he has marked me out: that I am his. His words 
are ardent and forceful, like an angry suitor or 
vengeful lover. 


I have raged against his presence in my mind, 
screamed for him to be gone, and clawed my face 
as if it were his own. But he stays with me, 
always taunting, always laughing. Even now he 
sings inside my head, mocking me as though I 
were some ill-favoured concubine, and the words 
he uses ave the same as what appear in the poem! 


“Your fury thrills me, 
fills me with amusement 


and desire. 


Come now, priest, 
rake my face with your nails, 


gouge and tear my skin. 


If you hate me as you e 
then take out my EN 


and rip out my hair! ~ 


SS 
Burn them on your fire. X A 


Show me you have passion 


AAS 
lest, 
| AN 


Show me you feel fear. 


I can read your every anxiety, 


for you are no warrior to fight 
me. 


Even now your stuttering spirit 


edges to the throne of my 
Master.” 


I block my ears but his voice continues within 
my skull. 


I have stepped onto the same roads to madness 
that Hollseher walked before me, but knowing 
that fact does not help me step from it. 


Perhaps I am already mad! Why else would I 
see the things I see and hear the things I hear? 
Holy Sigmar! Mighty Father of Mankind! Help 
me, I beg of you! 
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Che Children of Delight 


A COMPREHENSIVE STUDY OF THE DANGEROUS AND SEDUCTIVE SCOURGE OF 
MAN: THE DAEMONETTES. AND INCLUDING A DESCRIPTION OF THE PAVILION 


OF THE SUBLIME, AS I EXPERIENCED IT. 


I T SEEMS LIKE days have passed since I 
last stood in my study, although I know in 
truth that I have never left. 


My waking dreams have become ever clearer 
and longer in duration. I know now that I am 
being drawn along the exact same path as 
Hollseher. As I write these words I find myself 
transported deep within the Realm of Chaos, 
along with my desk, quills and journal. Though 
I am seated, the landscape around me moves 
past at speed, as if I was riding on the back of 
some huge and unseen bird. 


I am in Slaanesh’s domain, there can be no 
doubt of that, upon what I can only assume to be 
the ‘Vale of Creatures’ that Hollseher wrote of. 
All around me cavort the strange and twisted 
daemons of this realm. There are so many of 
them, all defying my ability to describe. Their 
twisted and shifting forms disturb my mind 
almost as much as their frenzied lewdness scars 
it. 


How heinous they are! How vile! Yet unlike 
Hollseher’s experiences, they do not seem to see 
me, or if they do they are too involved in their 





own depravities that I do not concern them. I am 
grateful for this small mercy. 


I try to close my eyes against the writhing 
fecundity around me, but find that I can see 
through my eyelids as though there were not 
there, and such are the numbers of the daemons 
that surround me that I cannot avert my gaze 
from one obscenity without seeing another. Yet 
most disturbing of all, such is the seductive 
power of Slaanesh’s realm that despite my hor- 
ror at their antics, I find myself strangely excited 
by all that I witness. It is as if this realm itself 
seeks to strip me of all decency and self-respect. 
I scream to be left alone, but no sound issues 
from my throat. 


I would offer a prayer to Holy Sigmar, but He 
would not answer me. He never does, and think- 
ing back I cannot say that He ever has. I must 
face these horrors alone and record what I see for 
the sake of my people. 


The horizon sweeps towards me, and upon it I 
see a great pavilion of silk and gauze. The minor 
daemonic creatures that writhe and frolic 
around me seem to avoid entering the pavilion, 
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forming a great ring around it. Perhaps they are 
frightened of what lurks inside? I shall soon find 
out, for my path heads straight towards it. What 
new horror awaits within? 


THE PAVILION OF THE SUBLIME 


I glide through the portal and the perfumed 
sashes that hang around it caress my face as I 
pass between them. Dear Gods! What a sight 
awaits me! 


I can barely glance at the dimensions of the 
pavilion’s interior; my mind shudders away from 
the sheer impossibility of it. Where from the out- 
side the pavilion seemed merely huge, from 
within it seems nigh-on infinite! Endless plains 
of satin cushions and deep carpets, divans, beds, 
pools, baths and fountains stretch away from me 
in every direction as far as my eyes can see. And 
not just upon one plane — there is no separation 
between up and down. Where there should be 
walls or ceilings there are instead yet more cush- 
ions, rugs and divans. Most terrifying of all, 
upon every surface lounge the lesser Powers of 
Slaanesh: His daemonettes. 


How hateful are these creatures! They who 
abuse the minds of mortal men and suck them 
dry of their souls. They who feed upon the voung 
and the beautiful, loving them to destruction and 
damnation. Yet these daemonettes are alluring 
and persuasive, and they have used their consid- 
erable charms to seduce men and lead them to 
eternal damnation since time immemorial. 


They are similar to each other in form, 
although the details vary from one to the other. 
They are tall with pale skins and delicate fea- 
tures. Their faces, torsos and upper thighs are 
like those of beautiful women, but their similar- 
ity to humanity ceases there, as their arms end in 
chitinous claws or serrated spines. Similarly, 
their otherwise shapely legs end in claws or 
cloven hooves, and some of them posses narrow 
tails that writhe and snap like long curling 
whips. Many of them bear tattoos of strange 
swirling patterns and, of course, their Master’s 
rune. 


Their bared torsos and uncovered loins boast 
of their unreined lust, while the soft pastels and 
porcelain white of their skin belie the darkness 
that hides within them. The mindless depravity 
of the creatures I was forced to pass through on 
my journey to this place is as nothing compared 
to the extreme decadence and self-aware hedo- 
nism of these daemonettes. They have not even 
the vestiges of decency, disporting themselves 
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upon and with 

each other in ways that I can- 
not, will not, describe. The 
knowledge of what they are | 
horrifies me. Yet thev posses a Fá | 
disturbing beauty that I cannot ` V 
ignore. 


These lewd monsters possess only the appear- 
ance of femininity, and then only so that they 
might seduce those who look upon them. Some 
say that these daemonettes appear as females 
only to the eves of those that desire the embrace 
of women. To those that do not, the daemonettes 
are said to appear as handsome and vital males. 
Others say that there are indeed male and female 
daemonettes, distinct from each other, yet serv- 
ing the same purpose. But those theologians and 
daemonologists who believe this say also that the 
females from amongst this infernal species out- 
number the males ten thousand to every one. 


Around me I see every expression of every 
delight and every perversion; every joy and 
every fetish, however glorious or foul. It is said 
that the daemonettes are personifications of 
Slaanesh's selfish passion and His all-consuming 
and insatiable lust, and as I struggle to look 
around me I cannot doubt that this is true. 


The daemonettes ignore me, just as the other 
creatures of this realm have, and for that I am 
grateful. Though I despise their selfish and cruel 
debauchery I am forced to witness, I fear that 
should one of these strangely alluring daemon- 
ettes come for me I would not have the strength 
to resist it. For about these daemons is a definite 
though intangible aura of seduction that reaches 
past my conscious mind to manipulate the pri- 
mal drives and desires within me. I can feel it 
even now, whispering, telling me to acquiesce to 
the daemonettes strange allure, filling my mind 
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with promises of the blasphemous delights that 
can be mine if only I embrace Slaanesh. 















































I manage to ignore their siren call, perhaps 
only because they have not turned their full 
attention upon me. I hope that it stays thus. 


Looking beyond the daemonettes and their 
wanton antics, I see that it is not just the lasciv- 
ious pleasures that fill this impossible pavilion. 
All around me there are works of breathtaking 
artistry from countless civilisations and cultural 
epochs, and the sounds of music and song con- 
flict with the cries of pain and pleasure that fill 
the air. Here and there the daemonettes dance, 
some furious and improvised, others calm and 
dignified. But be not deceived by all of this, dear 
reader, for there is nothing redeemable to be 
found in anything in this opulent realm. So 
many are the works of beauty and wisdom 
around me, and so impossibly diverse and 
manifold are the aesthetics on display 
and being performed, that they seem to 
assault my senses, denying me the time 
or consideration to appreciate them. 
They mingle and intermingle, until 
one becomes much the same as 
the other, and ceases to have any 
meaning or purpose other than 
to assault the mind and emo- 
tions of those unfortunate 万 
enough to be caught amidst / 
them. Just as I am. | 


I see now what this pavilion 
Is. It is a high temple to 
Slaanesh's dark glorv; the 
great museum of His unholy 
arts; His nightmarish and , 
soul-consuming harem. A pnd 


/ 
But the images around | b ( 
me begin to fade. I am 4 
sent back to my study. | | 


I should be more 
relieved than I am. 












The Keeper of Seres | | 


BEING A SOMEWHAT INVOLVED ESSAY ON THE FORM AND HABITS OF THE 
HIGHEST IN SLAANESH’S | PANTHEON, THE KEEPER OF SECRETS, A BEING 
MOST TERRIBLE AND SEDUCTIVE TO BEHOLD. 
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eyed; most beguiling of all immortals. ‚He jealousy and selfish lust all fetishes and per- 
moves with such grace, his actions so mé versions, of every abus je of trust and all 
and sensual, yet he is deadly indeed! M emotional blackmail. He | is the desire to domi- 
Despoiler of Innocence and the Defiler of P it nate and subjugate that ides within all mortals, 
He knows my thoughts, just as he knows | urs | and heis the dark please that can be found in 
and he hears every word that is spoken any | Such things. / 
where throughout the dimensions. H 20 ۱ | 
Keeper of Secrets and he forgets nothing, 3s 
heard. How many fools have sought to ummón 
the Keeper to bargain for the ecrets ef ar é f 
Of those deluded few, how many ha 1) sutyi 


























Who would be brave enough, or fool enough, to 
face one such as him?, Whoever it be, he must be 
the purest of the puré, and the most determined 

/and incorruptible of heroes. If he is not, then he 
' will’surely fall before this, the greatest servant of 
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It is ۸ reason that he is sometimes /| 
referred to as The Feäster of Pain, for his lust for | 
torment and misery #8 as powerful as it is insa- 
tiable. As with all Slaahesh’ s chosen servants, he 
has no fear- oA ain or injury to himself, and 
every,s bé it agonising or pleasurable, is 
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is no horror that will not please the 
: per. and no act of cruelty or debauchery is | 






Azazel: Captain of the Ecstatic Legions — 


MOST BEAUTIFUL AZAZEL! SECOND IN SLAANESHI’S EYES: AN EXAMINATION 
OF HIS FALL AS A MAN, AND HIS RISE AS A DAEMON. INCLUDING A DETAILED 
DESCRIPTION OF HIS PHYSICAL FORM. 


| O THE EAST of the Vale there was a great Who could strike You down 


mountain, and set in its side was a throne. 


Lovely was that throne, carved from crystal- 
quartz with a delicacy and skill that far 
surpassed anything I have seen or heard of in the 
Mortal Realms, but even this seat of power was 
as a tawdry bauble compared to the creature 
that sat upon it. 


Thousands of adoring supplicants gathered at 
the foot of his throne, offering him gifts and 
praises, and as I first gazed upon his magnifi- 
cence, I could not help but think that I was in the 
presence of the Lord of Pleasure Himself. Yet I 
was still far from the Inner Realms of Chaos, 
and so the glorious being seated before and 
above me could not have been the embodiment 
of Slaanesh. 


I listened closer to the prayers being sung to his 
name by the many supplicants around me, and 
this is what they said: 


“You reside in the garden of Slaanesh; 
Every precious stone is Your adornment: 
Amethyst, diamond, and carnelian; 

Beryl, lapis lazuli, and jasper; 

Sapphire, turquoise, and emerald - 

And gold also, beautifully wrought for You, 


Mined and prepared the day that You 
ascended. 


“Slaanesh created You a dark angel 

With outstretched wings; 

And You reside upon His holy mountain; 
You walk amongst stones of fire. 

You are perfect in Your ways, 

From the day that You were Chosen 

All wrong doing was found in You, 

You are filled with lawlessness, 


And You sin. 


From the mountain of Your God? 
Who could topple You, 


From amongst the stones of fire?” 


I knew then whom, and what he was: Azazel, 
embodiment of irresistible desire, first in the eyes 
of Slaanesh, and captain of His daemonic 
legions. Under Azazel’s command the armies of 
the Dark Prince of Chaos have enjoyed one bliss- 
ful triumph after another. He has been the bane 
of humanity since time immemorial, and many 
of the mortal opponents he has faced have given 
up their fight before it had even begun, for few 
beings can bring themselves to harm such an 
enchanting and wondrous being as Azazel. 


It is said that Azazel’s beauty is second only to 
that of his Patron, and having gazed upon his 
divine beauty I cannot gainsay such claims. How 
could I describe the face of perfection? All I have 
are words, and words can only fall short when 
trying to express the sheer joy and exhilaration 
that his gaze upon me invoked. 


His hair was long, obsidian-black, fine as spi- 
der-thread, and vet soft and luxurious. The 
slightest breeze would agitate this glossy mane, 


| so that it rose like a dark halo around his head, 


adding to his already considerable glory. Two 
curling and lacquered horns crowned his more 
than handsome brow, and his eyes were full of 
innocence, and yet also cruel, calculating and 
devoid of pity. His smooth skin was white as 
porcelain, and his movements possessed an 
impossible grace. Although he has one human 
hand, his other arm ends in a sleek claw, both 
delicate and deadly, and vet somehow only 
adding to his overall perfection. 


He was dressed in pale robes of finest silk, and 
his statuesque form was adorned with a glorious 
assortment of shining jewels. From between his 
well-muscled shoulders rose a pair of wings of 
purest white, their beauty unmatched by swans 
or any other creation of nature. 


But as irresistible as he was, there was some- 
thing profoundly sinister to his beauty. I for one 





Azazel: Captain of the Ecstatic Legions 


shall never forget the sensual temptation his 
presence aroused in me; his beauty evoked 
within me a self loathing and a feeling of utter 
depravity that still sickens my soul. 


Even as I watched, he leapt into the sky and 
soared across the mauve light of the heavens, 
sweeping low over the throng that had gathered 
around his throne, some to embrace and others 
to strike dead as the whim took him. If I had any 
doubts that this creature was the embodiment of 
evil, they faded at that moment. 


This Prince amongst daemons can see into the 
very hearts and souls of mortal men, and under 
his gaze the deepest desires and hidden passions 
of all mortals are laid bare. With his warm, sil- 
very voice, Azazel whispers his promises to those 
who would be his enemies, telling them of their 
folly for standing against him, and the pleasures 
that could be theirs if only they submit to the 
waiting arms of Slaanesh. There are few, if any, 
that can resist his charms or ignore his tempta- 
tions. All that know of him dread to face him 
upon the field of battle, for the cost of losing to 




















| daemonhood. 


; Verily my Lord, bring Your 
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Azazel is not only the degrading loss of self- " - 
esteem and sanity, and more than the slow and ارد‎ 
excruciating death he inevitably bestows - it is 3 
also the horrific certainty of the soul's eternal 4M 


and total damnation. 


More than many other daemons, Azazel is held 
in particular hatred by the faithful of Sigmar, for 
in the distant past he was the chief of the 
Gerreon tribe, one of the twelve great peoples 
that followed our beloved Emperor. Azazel 
betrayed his mighty liege-lord and fled to the "1 
Northern Wastes, where he pledged his eternal 
loyalty to Slaanesh. For his treachery, Azazel 
was greatly favoured by the Prince of Chaos, and 4 
his constant acts of devotion and debauchery 
assured that he rose quickly in the Pleasure f 
God’s favour. After smashing the ten-thousand 
strong host of the great Champion of Khorne, 
Arthar, and having slain this mighty Champion 
in equal combat, Azazel attracted his masters 
gaze once more and was elevated to the state of 
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Praetorians of the Pleasure God 


\ A LOOK AT THINGS UNKNOWN AND UNKNOWABLE, BUT THINGS I HAVE SEEN 
DURING MY RESEARCH. MY EYES ARE NOT DECEIVED, THEIR REIGN OF 
CORRUPTION IS NEARLY UPON US! 


1 


1 


"^ 1 : t 
PEAR THE PRAETORIANS of Slaanesh; 


for they are terrible indeed! 


. 1 know pot, by what name they call themselves, 
۱ کون‎ that their fury and their debauch- 
> iue s E Save the daemons themselves, 


t Bagh | VE bond. grateful that I have never 
‘seen thesé terrible. warriors upon the battlefields 
ofimy own world. „Forsu ely if they had been, all 

(the lands of Men 0ے‎ | e lost by now. 


7 F) More: than mortals, 
— "though not of his realm, 
these dark beings I call 

Slaanesh's Praetorians‏ ر 


are the most disturbing / 
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made of no material that I know of, and deco- 
rated with the runes and colours of the Pleasure 
God. Of greater stature than any weight lifter 
from the Tilean carnivals, these warriors are not 
lumbering or slow, moving with startling grace 
and speed. 


Such is the nature of Slaanesh's blessings that 
mortals who follow His word and ways soon 
become accustomed and bored with the normal 
sensations of life. These damned beings are then 


| driven to the most extreme of lengths to find 


even the most moderate fulfilment. So it is with 
these Praetorians. Their search for perfection 
has ended in corruption and depravity, and their 
only joys are found in the noise and horror of 


` bloody combat. 


Indeed, perhaps their most terrible aspect is the 
weaponry they bear. Their muskets and cannon 
are unlike any produced by men or dwarfs, spit- 
ting fire and death faster and further than is 
possible to follow. They travel in mighty vehicles 
of iron and steel that make the greatest technical 
innovations of our own Empire seem paltry and 
small in comparison. Their weapons scream as if 
alive, filling the air with palpable horror and dis- 
tress, and turning bones to liquid and blood to 
steam. 


Their lord is a mighty prince from the ranks of 
Slaanesh's daemons. Once counted amongst the 
greatest of Men, he was raised to his position 
for his total dedication to the pursuit of 
pleasure and selfish debauchery. He and his 
warriors have fallen from the ranks of 
Grace, and now seek to pull all others 
down into the Pit with them. 
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I fear these men as I fear no other servant of 
$3 5 the Pleasure God, for they do not require the 
re : d Am : 
widening of the Chaos Gates to spread their 
عون به‎ Corruption and bring their destruction. They 
7 descend from the sky, bringing torture and 
death, and no-one, not man, dwarf or elf would 
be able to stand before their fury. And so when 
ffe wannel the priests and wise men look to the north and 
whisper their fears of the encroaching darkness, 
I shall turn my gaze instead to the heavens. For | 
now I see just how vast this universe truly is, 
and how numerous and mighty are the enemies 
pitted against us. I fear now that one day the 
clouds shall fall upon our heads, and within 
F am ہے‎ them shall be the Praetorians of the Lord of 
Pleasure, come to steal our souls and destroy our 


. bodies. 
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not upon my world. 


I am confused here. I do not know whether I 
have been granted a vision of the past or a vision - 


of the Afterlife, for both seem appropriate 


descriptions of what I have seen. I have been‏ ا 
swept into the night sky, high above the clouds‏ 
and through the vaults of heaven. I have seen my‏ 


world shrink to the size of a small silver coin, 
and then disappear altogether, swallowed by the 
diamond-lit blackness of an unending night. 


I have been shown other places, perhaps other 
worlds — I know not. I have seen lands where 
Man has never trod, though these were not 
places as they are now, but as they were once. 
How I know this I cannot tell. Amongst the 
twinkling stars I saw the dawn of a race that I 
took to be the Asur, though they lived not upon 
my world or in my time. I saw them raised from 





nothing by figures of shadow and light — an د‎ 


ancient and powerful race, the first ever to have 
reached into the starry night. Older than gods, 
yet mortal and subject to time. 


I saw these First Ones leave the star-born Asur 
to return beyond the sky, leaving their charges to 
grow by themselves. And how swiftly they did! 
Though millennia sped me by from one moment 
to the next, I saw these star-born Asur grow into 
a mighty and sophisticated culture. I heard their 
name sung in a thousand psalms of joy and 
beauty: The Elder - greater even than the 
Children of Ulthuan at the height of their power. 
With a subconscious and natural born talent, 
they reached into the Chaos realm and experi- 
mented with magic and sorcery, and their works 
were glorious to behold. 






But then the First Ones returned from the 
darkness beyond the sky, their strange and vast 
vessels were scarred and worn, their light 
dimmed and their shadows dispersing. For I 
knew that they fought an unending war with 
gods that were not of the Aethyr; gods of 
starlight, vampires of life. The First Ones had 


Echoes of the Birth 


SK NOT HOW I KNOW THIS, FOR I CANNOT FULLY EXPLAIN. BUT I KNOW ALL 
THAT IS PRINTED HERE IS TRUE, OR WILL COME TO BE TRUE IN SOME 
FUTURE TIME. 






I CANNOT SAY how deeply I have strayed 
into the Infernal Realms. Matter itself is mal- 
leable here, and time seems to run differently. To 
both of these I can attest. I have seen the armies 
| of centuries past marching across long forgotten 
| plains, and I have seen armies of cultures and 
races that I am sure have never been — at least, 


| The Elder could not felföne‘from An 





returned to inspect The Elder and judge 
whether they were yet fit for the battles that lay 
ahead. 


I watched as the First Ones encouraged the 


| younger race to reach further into the other 


realm, and with their vibrant minds and pas- 
sionate souls create beings of power to fight the 
star gods. 


But the battle was long and the First Ones 
were now few, and as their numbers dwindled, 
so too did their influence over their young cre- 
ations. Without the wisdom and might of the 
First Ones to bind them, I saw The Elder's 
warp-beings evolve from sentient weapons into 
living gods — the first true gods of the 
Immaterium. How I wept when The Elder 
embraced them as such. 


Time moved onwards and I saw the rise of the ^* 


brother heroes, Eldanesh and Ulthanesh, nan ba. 3 
alone, in the absence of the First O i Cdl کر‎ 
control the Warp Gods and anii et es hook € 
the physical plane. I saw ber Fam oh A تی سو‎ 
the star 
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gains with those they could not. I say theforging 


of the Widow-Makers, the one hundred-Sw6r ds ^ 29 
aoe 


shining Althanesh at the hands of the god p 


of Khaine, and I watched the betrayal 
was stolen and hidden far away. I saw the en 


Death. I was witness to the final battle in which 
Khaine was almost split asunder by the destruc- 
tion of that same Death God, and I saw how the 
endless warfare fanned the embers of Khaine’s 
fury, filling Him with power and driving Him 
into madness. Gripped by unquenchable rage, 
Khaine eventually turned against The Elder and 
slew prince Aldanesh. 


The numbers of the Chaos-beings grew, and all 
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Echoes of the Birth 


of them seemed mad ‚and predatory. They seeped 
from the Empyrean.in. numbers that _eglipse the 
legions of the Chaos Wastes, and. ev rywhere 


there was fire and torment. 
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d with this ultimate temptation, I saw 
fail. Although many turned from Chaos in 
disgust, many others continued to use it, believ- 
ing that they could control the powers their 
indulgent magics generated within the Warp. 


And so it was that I witnessed Slaanesh grow 
almost entirely from the pleasures of The Elder. 
While living, many strove to suppress and con- 
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their brilliant souls melted back into the broiling 
energy of the Warp, and all their long-guarded 
temptations were released, drawn together, and 
then absorbed by the nascent reality that was 
Slaanesh. I watched this new Power swell with 
potential energy, its desperation to achieve con- 
sciousness restrained only by the determination 
of the few disciplined Elder that it should remain 
unborn. But even by recognising this embryonic 
Power as a potential, The Elder had given 
Slaanesh an identity. Without fully realising 
what was happening, The Elder began to be 
manipulated by the psychic-potential they them- 
selves had conceived. 


In the space of but one generation, the major- 
ity of The Elder paused in their quest for 
enlightenment and chose a darker path of 
inward-looking excess and debauchery. 


| Daemons and other Chaos entities broke free 


from the Warp once more, and spread like fire 
through dry grass across the entirety of The 
Elder’s vast empire. 


Some of The Elder renounced the ways of their 
brothers and sisters, and retreated to their vast 
city-ships. The Warp-gates that led to the cor- 
rupted worlds were sealed shut, and these few 
noble beings drifted away between the stars. But 
The Elder that remained behind sank ever 
deeper into their dark practices. A racial mad- 
ness had taken them over, an insanity that had 
only one end. 


THE BIRTH OF SLAANESH 


I wept hot tears for The Elder then, for they had 
become trapped by the darkness within them- 
selves, that asserted itself more and more as 
Slaanesh’s power grew; he was like a bubble 
expanding outwards as the pressure built within, 
and it was only a matter of time before He burst 
forth. 


And then I witnessed the birth of a new god. 
Slaanesh sprang into the Immaterium from the 
psyche of The Elder with a shattering scream of 


: 3 ۱ ; | triumph. A tidal wave of energy ripped through 
ing — Wet nothing wes, Beyorid | the Warp, dealing the shadow-self of every living 


thing a numbing blow. For the heightened senses 
of The Elder it was too much. Billions of Elder 
souls were swallowed by Slaanesh, their bodies 
simply evaporating from the material universe 
as raw Chaos broiled out from their minds. The 
few Elder that had fled, survived the cataclysm, 
but I knew that they would be forever scarred by 


| the fall of their race. 
trol their raging feelings, but when they died | 
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Though I know I should reserve my sympathy 
for my own people, I cannot help but pity this 
dying race — they who once lit the heavens with | | 
their beauty, but now count the vears until final 
extinction. Let this be a warning to all mortals of 
the dangers of Chaos — a warning that I fear has 
come too late to save my world from a similar 
fate. 


I shall close my eyes now, and the Warp 
shall take me where it wills, for I have no say t/ $ 
in the matter. Though I know my body rests_/ ۱ 
with this book that I still pen, seemingly safdaf py, y 
within the walls of my study, my/soul-is no: 7۸ Ñ 
longer my own and my mind has wanderedfar. A” | RY 


from the Mortal Plane. I shall not come back,^ 
I do not know the way, and none can help me 





the prophet of what\was and shall be; a | 
mouthpiece for the broiling Aethyr, and the ) 
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—. from your Might, 





servant. 


Holy Sigmar, make the way home known to me 
Show me the Path from this abyss. 

Set me once more along the road to your truth, 
For you are my only Lord and god, 

And in you alone I trust. 


1 


ost in darkness, I long to see your light. 


1 دعوم 
Remember your covenant,‏ - 


Mighty 2 
| 1r. Empire, 


[hat the sun would not set on us 


SWIile WE Keep our odfhearts, a... 


Through temptatio and horror 5 

: j 2 tide GS ^o GT Re a ect 
I have held to کک ہت‎ EEE 

Like a drowning man who grasps at a rock. 

Do not judg& hé کیک‎ my Weakness, <- 


Do not rememb er my sins“of la te. _ 


Crush pre و‎ me 

As st did üpo | f -Hendalle, 

When you led your people against the Enemy " 
And.sthoté-them fróm st O greaveslz.; 


Do nof-ter them alain what issours! 


Mighty Sigmar, 

Turn your face to me and take pity, 
Lost and wretched as I am! 

End the suffering of my heart, 
Soothe this turmoil in my breast. 
Watch over my soul, 

My Lord, my God, 


Rescue your S ant 
۰ fate 
M mm dE 2 an 7 


b 


All my hopes are with you, 


和 And not for me, your faithful 


"^ And he shewed me an ocean of desire.” — Temptations of the Damned xx, 22 
"Through fire and death, he lead us onwards." — The Word of Sigmar iv, 833 
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Volume the Third 


WITH FORMER INVESTIGATIONS DILIGENTLY 


COMPARED AND REVISED 
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And expository lectures on the followers and, 


rituals of the Lord of Decay’: Nurgle 


0 


0 | m 
BEING fn THE MAIN AN EXAMINATION OF THE DAEMONIC AND MORTAL 
RMIES OF CHAOS, AND IN PART, BEING A DESCRIPTION OF THE NUMBERLESS 
UNNATURAL CREATURES THAT DO ACCOMPANY THEM 
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NN LTHOUGH I AM SURE that all sane peo- 

v3 ple would wish it otherwise, the Four Great 
kingdom and every culture in the world. But of 
this unholy quartet, by far the most horrific and 
disgusting is the deity that we, the good people of 
Sigmar’s Empire, know as Nurgle. There is 
nothing redeeming about this most foul of the 
\ Aethyr's entities, so entirely offensive is His 

“Aspect. Known also as Nyrgal, Onogal, Nielglen 
and so many other monikers, Nurgle is the 
supreme God of Decay, the fountain and 
architect of all rot — be it physical, moral, ide- 
ological, economic or political. 


It is the general view of my priesthood, and 
indeed most of the other wholesome cults 
and sects throughout our 

beloved Empire, that 
directly or indirectly 
Nurgle is respon- 
sible for all the 
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Powers of Chaos are known throughout every | 


BY WAY OF AN INTRODUCTORY DISCOURSE, THE AUTHOR BEGINS BY SCRUTINISING 
OLD FATHER NURGLE, WHERE HE SITS IN THE PANTHEON OF THE DARK GODS, AND 
THE EFFECTS HIS MEDDLING AND MACHINATIONS HAVE UPON THE WIDER WORLD. 


lands throughout the centuries. For, it is said, the 
sorrows of lepers and the fears of the sick are His 
greatest fascination and truest love. Surely it 1s 
for His own amusement and nothing else that 
He devises the foul contagions that He inflicts 
upon the world. 


It is said that when Nurgle manifests Himself 
to His servants He is seen as a body wracked 
with all manner of diseases and corruption. It 
appears that Nurgle's entire purpose is to pro- 
mote endless suffering and misery throughout all 
the Mortal Realms. Yet, conversely to this, I 
have heard tell that Nurgle is supposedly deeply 


caring towards His mortal and daemonic ser- 


vants, and is full of unexpected humour - though 
I can scarce give this notion any credence. Just 
how and why a Chaos God — not least one that 
presides over decay and misery — is supposed to 
posses these benign characteristics is as yet 
bevond me, but it is my intention to examine all 
such claims as I proceed with this, my investiga- 
tion. j 
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The learned magisters of the Colleges of 
/ Magic maintain that all magical entities 
are formed from the raw stuff of 
Chaos by the conscious and subcon- 
sclous perceptions, emotions and 
ideas of all sentient creatures. I 
admit that this has led to some 
confusion on my part as to the 
precise nature of Nurgle. 


Amongst those of us 
\ who are permitted to theo- 
Y ۱ rise about the denizens of 
X X the Aethyr, the common 
„\ conception of this vile 
\\ god is that He is the 
|^ personified manifes- 
WW tation of disease 
AW. and decay. 
N However, if the 
\\ magisters are 
correct in their 
assumptions, 
this clearly can- 
not be the case 
— or at least, 
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the case cannot be as simple as that. For, unlike 
the pleasure and rage that can be seen to form 
the cores of Slaanesh and Khorne respectively, 
decay is a physical and measurable process that 
has an existence all of its own, outside of the 
perceptions of intelligent beings. Decay is not, 
after all, just an emotion or a thought, and 
should not therefore have a direct influence over 
the Aethyr. 


If decay does not require mortals to perceive it 
for it to be real, how then can a Chaos God — 
being a personified manifestation of the 
thoughts and emotions of mortals — come to be 
the embodiment of the physical realities of 
decay and disease? 


My most esteemed colleague at the College of 
Light — Magister Patriarch Verspasian Kant, 
believes that I have missed the forest for the 
trees. Magister Kant insists that whereas decay 
and disease are the physical symptoms of the 
Daemon God Nurgle’s effect on the world, they 
are not at the core of His essence. 


Magister Kant introduces this theory in his 
seminal work, The Fall of Nations: 


"At some point in our lives we all come to 
realise that there are things in this world beyond 
our ability to control — things that we are pow- 


erless to od change. 


ee ir world seems small and 


simple; ae Pay, e eat steep and bicker. Our lives 
us and we have no real con- 


oe 
uf e دی حير‎ will affect us. But as time 
fr ihe pas ی‎ re-about ourselves and the 
md orld ld around a we,start to see the harsh- 
peret fuser ‚reiffities of vir ut that our bodies are 
understand at last that youth (as 


[cloth ا‎ things) is finite. Most impor- 


EU 


of all, we learn that there is nothing at all | 


we can do about this state of affairs; be we ath- 
letic or apathetic, or be we saints or sinners, we 
shall all age and die in time. As will our friends. 
As will our families. 


“Tt is the unfortunate paradox of life, therefore, 
that with wisdom comes sorrow. To know our- 
selves for what we are is to know ourselves 
for what we are no longer, and for 
what we might yet become. A man 
or a woman in their mid-life 
might rub a painful knee in PA 
damp weather and remember 
sombrely the careless 


The Weeping Sore of Chaos 


| nings.” 


| truly does feed upon hopelessness and misery, _ of e 





vibrancy of youth. But from this sad reminis- 
cence how small a step is it to an outright 
cynical appraisal of the future? So the ravages of 
time, and therefore decay, can make us feel 
melancholy or bitter, but worst of all they can | 
sometimes make us feel helpless. a Soma 


"The step from helplessness to bitterness7is**-4 سر‎ 
often a small one, and it is often an all too easy... E 
thing to then step even further into despair — 
whether this despair is explicit, or whether it is 
implicit. It is from this hopelessness and وعدم نه م05‎ 
that I believe the Lord of Decay found his M T 
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If Magister Kant is correct in this assumption, 
it perhaps becomes easier to see how Nurgle fi 3 
come to preside over decay and disease. ےم آ[ط5]‎ ang d 
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just as His brother, Khorne, feeds upon rage a 
violence, what better way to drive mortals هرز‎ 4*4 
the pits of despair than to inflict upon them the u. 
misery of an incurable disease, or face them [ A 
with the inevitability and experience of deca “ M 
and the suffering that accompanies it? ee prs une te 


From my own experience I can say that few عم‎ 


things indeed are worse than watching those we 
love the most lose their minds and personality to 
the ravages of time or illness. Who would not 
feel pangs of regret as their body gradually 
wracked with arthritis, as youth passes them 
by? What hope can be left to us when pestilence 
strips our crops and starvation bloats our bod- 
ies, and who would not despair as ulcers and 
disease eat away at their flesh? So indeed, if 
Nurgle is to promote the despair that feeds Him 
and gives Him form, what better way to achieve 
this than by promoting disease, famine and 
decay? 
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HEREAS CHAOS cultists and daemon 
۱ 1 worshippers are more usually captured 
and dealt with by Sigmar's templars, I have 
| learned recently that those evil, insane, or 
simply despairing individuals who are arrest- 
ed for worshipping Nurgle are quite often 
handed over to the initiates of the Cult of 


Shallaya. 


The priestesses of the cult (or the szsters as 

they are more commonly known) regard 

Nurgle and His followers as their premier — if 

not only — enemy. Yet despite their disgust 

and fury when faced with the adherents of the 

Plague God, the Sisters of Shallaya take every 

opportunity to study, and where possible cure, 

the many diseases and ailments these mis- 

guided fools carry. The sisters believe that if 

they can catalogue and cure the many afflic- 

tions visited upon the world by Nurgle, they 

will be fighting Him in a wider sense. As a 

result of aoa non-combative war, the Sisters 

eg 1 ey «of. Shalläyaha ave extensive accounts and 

in _records.celating to Nurgle, His ways and His 
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“embodiment of despair, He must 
also be an amalgamation of numerous other 
CE related emotions’ and mental processes that 

^ often lead tor-er-are associated with, despair. 
. „Her definiti despair is: The complete and 
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VEL. ansia 
BEING AN EXAMINATION OF NURGLE CULTISTS AND THE WAYS IN WHICH 
THEY ARE TREATED, WITH PARTICULAR REFERENCE TO THE ADMIRABLE 
SISTERS OF THE CULT OF SHALLAYA. 





| regard to the human condition. Diff 


E سے رز‎ of hope, the rejection of 











Ret 22 hm i a. opv ايفين‎ _ 
t LA Ite کی کے‎ 
1 一 有 | ee rE Br p ye di pu CNET 
— کی‎ Ben erat 


7 ef 













B AE سے‎ ۳ * 


eg or E. ad 


the affairs of the world outside one's — ےت أت‎ 
erable state, and a bizarre determination eae 5 
hold on to one’s abject bitterness, c em 


of circumstance. 
و‎ 7 | 2 


Marie’s essay on her observations C n-th A le 
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the same event. Although there are those و‎ 
amongst my patients at the te اتکی و‎ 
I have observed common traits at th€orsetOf PA 
despair — traits that I believe may haye. a-bgar- 
ing on the nature and purpose of the Masterof 
Corruption. ۱ 7 


* 
— m 































Here follows a short transcript o 


"E 


' event 


"There is almost always a catalyt "n 
a, Of "^^ oy 


(being one serious and debilitating tr 
a series of traumas) that begins the downward 
spiral to despair. This trauma could be the 
death of a loved one, the contraction of a slow 

and terminal illness, warfare, famine, a per- 
ceived failure, rejection, or any number of 
shocking or destabilising happenstances. 


"Whatever the catalytic trauma or traumas 
may have been, subsequent steps along the 
path to despair often proceed through a path 
similar to this: 


_ Denial of the problem. ur S سه 24 و‎ 
— The onset of fear, occurring tehe en a 7 


ject is forced, by his own worsening state, to 
accept that he has been adversely affected by 
the catalytic trauma. 


— Growing desperation as the subject begins 
to look for quick and easy answers to his 
problems, sometimes adopting subconscious 
and psychical defences to protect himself 
(often taking the form of definite changes in 
character, obsessive behaviour, or sinking into 
an oblivion of alcohol or opiate use). 









— A sense of bitterness as the subject's con- 
dition grows worse and his defences slowly 
expose themselves for the emotional crutches 
that thev are. 









— If the subject does not take direct action, 
deep despair will set in. 
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Che Nature of Despair 


"If Nurgle is indeed the deified personifica- 
tion of mortal despair, is it not possible that 
He is also made up, in parts, of denial, fear, 
desperation, resentment and bitterness?” 


Indeed, if Nurgle personified and promoted 
only despair, then surely His servants would 
not have the energy, will, or determination to 
conquer in their master’s name. They would 
be miserable, self-absorbed and apathetic. 
Yet, as I have been assured so often by my 
contacts within the Reiksguard, Nurgle’s ser- 
vants are exceedingly determined upon the 
battlefield, and are nothing if not tenacious. 


I sent to the witch hunters for their own 
appraisal of the Lord of Decay. After five 
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| Templars. 


weeks I received a sealed parchment bearing 
the Flaming Hammer insignia of Sigmar's 
The letter inside was strange, 
almost like a poem in blank verse, and was 
signed simply: Ramheldt van Hadden, Witch 
Finder Captain. 


I admit to being somewhat bemused by van 
Hadden's turn of phrase. He has offered no 
conversation or explanation since sending me 
this letter, and all my requests to speak to him in 
person have been denied. I can only think that 
van Hadden has some personal reason for his 
frankly bizarre behaviour, although what that 


might be I can only/guess, ZL 一 
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Che Doom of Remy Jorousse - 


THIS IS THE TALE OF REMY BROUSSE, AS TAKEN FROM HUGO LAZZARRE'S 
BOOK ‘GRIM STORIES AND CAUTIONARY TALES,’ AS TRANSLATED BY HANS 
GUNTHER. A CAUTIONARY PARABLE, WITH ROOTS BURIED IN TRUTH. 





\ \ HEN THE GREAT PLAGUE came to the 
Saule valley, threatening to make Brionne a 


City of Corpses instead of a City of Thieves, there 
was a great surge of religious sentiment and devo- 
tion throughout the region. The shrines and 
temples of Shallya were flooded with converts, 
and the goddess’ priestesses — whose ranks had 
been unkindly decimated — were soon driven to 
the brink of exhaustion by the excessive demands 
placed upon their healing magic. 


Further upriver, in the town of Coramdram, a 
score of ugly deaths gave the people a sharp 
reminder of their duty to pray to the gods who 
might protect them — a duty which more than a 
few habitually neglected. 


But there were some among them - as there 
invariably are when the God of Plague and 
Pestilence sets His footprint upon a region — who 
quickly abandoned their own gods, choosing 
instead to address their placatory prayers to the 
Lord of Corruption Himself. By this means they 
sought to gain independence from the dubious 


charity of gods who might justly feel that earlier | 


neglect had disqualified their more wayward 
worshippers from consideration for special bless- 
ings. 


One of these careful folk was Ophiria, wife of 
the ruddy-faced harness maker Remy Brousse, 
who saw in the advent of the plague a chance of 
deliverance from a marriage that had come to 
seem unbearably tedious. 


Remy Brousse was not cruel or quarrelsome, 
nor given to adulterous liaisons. His only crime, if 
crime it can be called, was to have become some- 


what fat and indolent, while his wife had 


remained slender and energetic — both of which 
circumstances might have been connected with 
the fact that they had no children. 


Remy Brousse was a popular man in the dis- 
trict, for he was very clever with his hands. In a 
region where leather was expensive, he was 
always willing to make harnesses for poorer folk 
from rope or cord, or anything else suitable that 
came to hand. But his bitter spouse, who saw him 
as massive and ugly and longed to be free of him, 
did not notice these virtues. 


Ophiria knew that age would not leave her 
unmarked for many years longer, and she knew 





also that if she were to win a husband more to 
her taste, she would need to inherit her hus- 
band’s shop, to use as her dowry. And so, poor, 
bitter, Ophiria prayed devoutly to the God of 
Plague and Pestilence, saying to Him: “Please 
take my husband, who has become useless and 
burdensome to me, but would make a fine and 
fleshy morsel for one such as you.” 


And the God of Plague and Pestilence, dis- 
posed for once to show His backhanded 
generosity, did as Ophiria asked. 


While she watched the corpulent body of her 
husband fade gradually away, as though the 
flesh were melting from his bones, Ophiria 
began to feel the stinging pains of guilt — for it 1s 
never pleasant to watch at close quarters how 
disease and decay maltreat a man. She began to 
imagine, in addition, that her neighbours had 


| somehow overheard her secret prayers, and that 


they suspected her allegiance to the forbidden 
god. 


To disguise her true feelings, Ophiria com- 
menced to make loud protestations against the 
supposed unkindness of that cruel god who had 
robbed her of all that she held dear in the world, 
and after Remy Brousse died, she followed his 
coffin to its resting place, weeping and wailing 
most ardently. 


The next day, and the day after, Ophiria went 


| to her husband's grave, dressed all in black and 


bare of foot. There she knelt beside the freshly 
turned earth and forced her tears to come in 
floods by pinching her own flesh. She cried long 
and loudly before the priests of Mórr and all the 
other witnesses who knelt by other graves shed- 
ding tears for their own dead, and she lamented 
the vile injustice of the world. But within her 
secret thoughts Ophiria gave abundant thanks 
to the Lord of Decay for answering her prayers. 


On the first and second day, this performance 
proceeded exactly as she planned, and on the 
night that followed she wondered whether she 
might have done enough to allay suspicion, but 
her anxiety was yet unquiet, and she decided 
that she must continue the pantomime for one 
more day. 


On the next morning, bright and early, she 
walked vet again to Remy Brousse's grave, still 
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barefoot and black-clad, and knelt down beside 
it, mustering her careful tears. The others who 
had taken up their stations at first light looked 
up at her passing, but paid her little heed. 


No sooner had Ophiria begun for the third 
time to moisten the earth with her false tears 
when a horrid churning and wriggling disturbed 
her husband’s grave. Ophiria recoiled in alarm, 
but it was too late. A monstrous worm coiled 
itself around her wrist and held her arm down 
tightly. Then another worm appeared, and 
another, each one longer by far than any she had 
ever seen before. They crawled and slithered up 
her imprisoned arm, sliding over her shoulders 
and on towards her neck and face. 


The sensation filled her with the purest horror, | 


and she began to scream. She thought she was 
screaming as loud as she possibly could, until 
she realised that the worms were forming them- 
selves about her head and shoulders into the 
shape of a bridle and tackle, and that more were 
winding themselves about her waist to form a 
girth, while a huge mass of them rested on her 
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Che Doom of Remy Brousse 









back taking the form of a saddle. And then a 
rider. 


Only then was she privileged to discover how 
loudly a woman really could scream. 


By this time, she was not alone in her cries, for 
the mourners at the other graves had seen what 
was happening, and Mórr's priests were run- 
ning from the shrine that stood beside the burial 
ground to see what was afoot. Where Ophiria's 
peculiar rider took her, lambasting her with its 
whip of worms, no one ever discovered — but she 
was never seen in Coramdram again. 


Her neighbours shook their heads and specu- 
lated that she must have been driven mad by 
grief, bringing her to curse the God of Plague 
and Pestilence far too loudly for his liking. All 
of them agreed that it is an error for a widow 
to grieve too much for what she has lost — and 
all of them agreed also that Remy Brousse 
would be sorely missed in the town, for there 
was no one else in the province who could 
make workable harnesses out of such 
unpromising materials. 
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Ar^ d So hope 
C Synod of 71 ررض پیر‎ SE 


A TRANSCRIPT OF THE VERY WORDS SPOKEN BY MAGNUS THE PIOUS, AT THE 
FAMOUS SYNOD OF NULN, WHERE HE DEMONSTRATED HIS SHREWD AND 
UNCONVENTIONAL VIEWS ON THE NATURE OF DESPAIR. 















S O THAT I MIGHT uncover and study all | Much to my surprise and delight, I have found 

works pertaining to the ways and denizens of | a transcription of a document that apparently 
the Aethyr, our most beneficent emperor, his | formed part of a speech made by the Great 
Imperial Majesty Karl Franz, and my own supe- | Emancipator, Magnus the Pious, during the 
riors within the Church of Sigmar, have granted | Synod of Nuln, just subsequent to the horror of 
me a special remit to access every library and | the last Chaos Incursion. The document con- 
repository of lore within our great Empire. As | cerns itself with the moral and theological 
such, I have had recently the honour of being | implications of despair, and is therefore entirely 
permitted access to the private libraries of our | relevant to my investigations into the nature of 
beloved Theogonist, Volkmar von Hindenstern, | the Lord of Decay. 
known also as The Grim. 
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Here is a portion of the document: 
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Magnus was, without question, a vessel of 
Sigmar’s Divine Will, and was also among the 
very greatest scholars of our religion that has 
ever lived. His rhetoric was neither blinded with 
the ignorance of bigotry, nor mired in the politics 
of land or church. He, better than anyone in his 
day (and perhaps since), understood the threat 
posed to us by Chaos, in all its many forms. If he 
took such a dim view of despair, describing it as 
a sin and also as the road to Nurgle, who am I to 
gainsay hime 
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But although I accept Magnus's words, as well 
as the good council of Magister Kant, surely 
Nurgle cannot be so simply defined as the 
embodiment of despair? Indeed, what is despair 
precisely? And what are the mental and emo- 
tional processes that lead to despair? Surely all 
of the many aspects and contributing factors to 
despair must also be facets of Nurgle's being and 


purpose? 


I must look into this further. -—Á ےر‎ +۶ 
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BEING A BRIEF COMMENT FROM THE AUTHOR ON THE UNHAPPY FATE OF 
THOSE UNFORTUNATES WHO FIND THEMSELVES STRUCK DOWN WITH DISEASE 
AND LURGY. 





() F ALL THE GODS of Chaos, I believe that 
it is safe to say that Nurgle is the least 
attractive to mortals. I for one find Him and 
what He represents fouler and more horrific 
than I could ever hope to verbalise. He embodies 
all those things that we mortals fear and revile 
the most. All His servants are decayed, diseased 
and truly repulsive to behold — after all, turning 
to His worship is to embrace decay and disease 
whole-heartedly. One could be forgiven, there- 
fore, for imagining that nothing would seem 
more anathema to all sane beings than to turn to 
the worship of Nurgle, but sadly this is not so. 
Nurgle's power and influence stretches across 
our world and through every level of every soci- 
ety. 


Who would want to worship such a revolting 
and horrific god as Nurgle, and why would any- 
one seek His embrace? The answer must be that 
Nurgle gains His converts through various 
methods of emotional coercion. I cannot guess 
any other feasible explanation 


I imagine that although the non-specific 
despair and fear of mortals is enough to sustain 
Nurgle, if He is to avoid being eclipsed and sub- 
sumed by His brother gods, Nurgle must 
actively pull people — pull souls — into His direct 
worship. It would follow that the only way for a 
god so heinous and unclean as Nurgle to do this 


would be by denying prospective servants of any 
option but turning to His worship. And the way 


| that I believe Nurgle achieves this is by blighting 


the land with disease and pestilence. Hence the 
reason the God of Despair can also be the God of 
Plague and Disease. 


Perhaps due to our awareness of the Daemon 
God Nurgle, and what He represents, there 
exists a common belief throughout all levels of 
society that those who are struck down by 
plague and severe illness are also tainted spiritu- 
ally — as if their outward corruption of disease is 
a reflection of their inward moral and spiritual 
corruption. This unkind superstition could also 
be manifested in the notion that those who con- 
tract a fatal or disfiguring disease are victims of 
divine retribution for some past wrongdoing. 


How often has this ignorant superstition blend- 
ed with humanity's inherent fear and revulsion 
in the face of plague, to drive whole communities 
to hate those amongst them who have been 
struck down with illness? People will always 
fear that a plague (and the supposed moral cor- 
ruption that goes with it) will spread further, and 
so those who contract such diseases are often 
ostracised, driven from their hometowns or even 
killed. 
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~ The Poor Comfort of Old Father Nurgle 


BEING A CLOSE EXAMINATION OF HOW NURGLE CLAIMS AND RETAINS 
CONVERTS TO HIS ODOUROUS EMBRACE. TAKEN FROM AN ESSAY BY THE 
ADMIRABLE SISTER MARIE DUVALLIER. 








He FOLLOWS AN extract from Sister 

Marie Duvallier's writings concerning how 
she believes Nurgle brings the helpless into His 
worship, and also how she believes our own atti- 
tudes as citizens of this Empire often help the 
Lord of Decay in His work — whether the aid 
provided is intentional or not: 















































The more I look into the ways and means of the 
vile Lord of Plagues, the more frightened I 
become. Humanity is often cruel and self- 
destructive, and we all too often allow ourselves 
to live lives that are lacking in emotional or 
intellectual depth, or else just full 
of woe. Trapped as we seem to 
be by our sporadically dark 
and apathetic nature, I find 5 et 
myself wondering how d 
humanity can ever hope 
to avoid the creeping suf- 
focation of Nurgle’s 
attention. For the moment 
any of us despair of our 
lives, hating our existence 
yet fearing death more, we 
become easy prey for the 
Lord of Plagues. 


一 一 






So many of the deluded and 
desperate hope to find some 
alleviation from their unhappy 
state in the worship of Nurgle, 
who, unlike more subtle gods (like 
Shallaya or Sigmar), seems to answer 
the prayers of his supplicants in a visible 
and immediate fashion — although not per- 
haps in the way they would have wanted. 







The Lord of Plagues does not lift sickness 
or allow cures to diseases, rather he 
grants that his supplicants no longer 
feel pain from their ailments, and 
perhaps even become stronger 
because of them. This seems to 
apply whether the ailment is 
of the body or of the mind; 
Nurgle always offers poten- 
tial devotees comfort within 
their suffering, rather than 
redemption from it. 






From what I can tell, for those devo- 
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tees that suffer from physical ailments, Nurgle 


grants a relief from pain, and even a bizarre 
appreciation of their state. For those devotees, 
suffering from the “disease” of depression, or 
worse, despair, Nurgle grants that the sufferers 
might find satisfaction and purpose within their 
miserable state and sink ever deeper into it. I 
believe that it is from this that the supposed car- 
ing nature of Nurgle can be explained: Nurgle is 
a god of insecurity, denial and self-delusion. He 
can convince the despairing of anything. 
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man's insanity can be another man's genius. 
Amongst the diseased worshippers of Nurgle it is 
not uncommon for them to believe that their ill- | 
nesses makes them “special” — that they have or 
know something of value that the un-afflicted do 
not have and cannot know. In some ways they 
seem similar to some of the more mildly dis- 
turbed patients that I treat at the Hospice — those 
who flaunt their problems, pretending to be 
pleased or proud of them when, in fact, they are 
repressing a deep self-loathing or doubt. But the 
similarity ends with their behaviour. 


For the servants of Nurgle do not simply pre- 
tend to be pleased or proud about their ailments 
and dysfunctions, they truly are proud of them, 
to the core of their being. As far as I have been 
able to tell, they do not repress any self-loathing 
or doubt. They simply and truly adore their 
afflictions, and this, I believe, is the cruel gift of 
Nurgle's first blessing — the twisting ofone/sper--— ... . 
ceived reality so that delusiort and denial turn. ^ 
into truth and acceptance. Ens 


And so it is by manipulating mortal self-per- 
ception that I believe Nurgle offers His foul 
comfort and salvation that is so at odds with 
the genuine care and love offered 
by our Gentle Mother, 
Shallaya. The Lord of 
Plagues takes away the 4 
fear, self-respect and 1 
vanity from His newly if 
dedicated servants by 


promoting within 
them a monstrous self- 
satisfaction and 


extreme conservatism of 
mind and spirit. It is this, 


diseased-riddled bodies as 
somehow righteous and 
“honest”, and as being 5 
the best and only way to f 

be, and therefore some- 7727 “4 
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BEING A FURTHER ESSAY BY THE HAND OF MARIE DUVALLIER, SISTER- 
PRIESTESS OF SHALLAYA, ON THE SAD TREATMENT AND SOCIAL STANDING OF 
PLAGUE VICTIMS AND THOSE CARRYING DISEASE. 


1 N THIS SAD WORLD it has ever been the 
case that medicine and good health are all 
too often the prerogatives of but a wealthy few. 
The vast majority of the Old World’s inhabi- 
tants cannot afford, or are not deemed worthy to 
receive, the medicinal care garnered to the noble 
houses. At no time does this parlous state 
become more apparent than during an outbreak 
of one of the terrible plagues that so often blight 
our lands. 


To those that contract any such plague, there is 
little mercy to be found. Their lives ruined and 
their loved ones often dead, these poor unfortu- 
nates are almost always driven from their towns 
and villages by their neighbours, and are forbid- 
den from ever returning. Perhaps due to low 
morale, poor sanitary conditions, malnutrition, 
or a mix of all four, this callous rejection often 
leads to a worsening of the plague victims’ state. 
From this point, the only support that these 











| sealed? I believe that it is through our own cruel 


rejected souls can depend upon is from others 
like themselves, and it is not unusual for various 
plague victims to band together into small wan- 
dering communities. 


Outrageously, though perhaps unsurprisingly, 
the villages and towns through which these 
bands of plague sufferers pass, offer them little 
or no charity, and so they are forced to travel the 
highways and byways, begging from fellow trav- 
ellers and surviving on scraps until their 
condition finally kills them. 


By far the worst cruelty inflicted on these sad 
wandering souls is in their requirement, by law, 
to carry heavy bells around their necks or across 
their backs, striking them in repetitive discord 
while chanting the word “Unclean!” so that their 
coming can be heard long before they arrive. 
These are people, not beasts! 


Those in authority might maintain that this 
constant chanting is a valid and necessary means 
of warning all healthy citizens to beware of the 
approaching plague carriers, but I am convinced 
that it is more a form of punishment for the sin 
of being struck down by plague in the first place 
— as if those that are have any say in the matter! 


If the afflicted wanderers fail to give sufficient 
warning of their arrival, it is actually the legal 
right of any nobleman, soldier, militiaman, 
watchman, freeman or farmhand to drive them 
away using any means possible — be that to pelt 
them with stones, shoot at them with musket or 
bow, or even to douse them in oil and set them 
alight. 


It is my belief that this casual disregard for 


| human life causes suffering to more than the 


poor plague victims at whom it is directed. To 
explain, even within our great nation, good men 
and women seem to believe that plague victims 
are evil simply because they have contracted 
such an illness, and it is through this that I 
believe our society actually forces such sufferers 
towards the worship of Chaos or, more specifi- 
cally, Nurgle. 


If, as a society, we are brought up to believe 


| that we contract illnesses because of an inherent 


spiritual laxity on our own part, surely the even- 
tual apostasy of all plague victims is already 
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and thoughtless actions that we create new 
opportunities for Nurgle to plague our lands 
and lives — both literally and figuratively. 


If we preach that all those afflicted by plague | 


are unclean and damned, why should they not 
take the risk of turning to Chaos on the off- 


chance that the daemon-gods might be able to | 


offer succour where the cults of the Empire’s 
more wholesome gods have apparently rejected 
them? To their own desperate minds, if they are 
already damned, what else have they to lose? 


I have seen so often bands of lost souls such as 
these as they tread the Empire’s great highways, 
beating themselves with chains and whips in 
self-punishment for the sin of their afflictions, 
singing their slow laborious litanies of repen- 
tance and self-hate. How small a step is it for 
these litanies of misery to change into desperate 
prayers to Nurgle for salvation? If despair is 
Nurgle’s own domain and feeding ground, who 
could possibly despair more than those who are 
forced to live their lives as unclean beasts? 
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It is a small wonder that many of these 
unclean bands of plague victims become self- 
harming flagellants, desperate to receive 
forgiveness for the perceived sin of affliction. 
After all, the abuse they suffer at both their 
own hands and the hands of society at large 
does nothing to help their already damaged and 
traumatised minds. 


There are many tales of such diseased flagel- 
lants who seem to take perverse pride in 
inflicting upon themselves novel and spectacular 
punishments, perhaps believing that Nurgle's 
mercy can be most easily won by some wholly 
inexplicable act of self-mortification. I myself 
have heard tell of such laborious penances as 
carrying donkeys or other large and heavy ani- 
mals over long distances; or rolling for miles 
huge wheel-shaped iron cages containing 
other flagellants; even the permanent fas- 
tening of a helmet without eye-slits over the 
head so that it is impossible to see any- 
thing. 


Manifold and horrific are the tortures 
these flagellants inflict upon themselves, 
and loud and piteous are their cries to 
the Lord of Plagues. For his part, I'm 
sure that Nurgle is all too willing to 
lend a sympathetic ear to these cries 
and desperate promises — in fact, I 
believe He counts o he 
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Che Vitality of Decay ^^^ i 


A LOOK AT THE WAYS IN WHICH WORSHIP OF THE BOIL-RIDDEN GOD AFFECTS 


MORTALS, AND THE CONSEQUENCES THESE CHANGES HAVE ON THEIR 
PHYSIOLOGY AND THE BALANCE OF THEIR HUMORS. 


A LTHOUGHIAM SURE it is true to say 
that those who first step onto Nurgle's path 


are invariably lost to despair, once they have 


received the blessings of their heinous new mas- | 


ter, the Plague God's converts seem to change in 
both attitude and demeanour. 


I have read many reports by soldiers and witch 
hunters who have had the misfortune of being 
faced with the warriors of Nurgle, and each has 
testified to their foul opponents' energy and 
even mirth upon the battlefield. So what has 
changed within these damnable heretics? 
Surely, if their god is one of ultimate despair, 
cynicism and fear, the disgusting servants of 
Nurgle must have to reflect these dominant 
aspects of their god (as, indeed, the followers of 
Slaanesh and Khorne seem to reflect the domi- 
nant drives of their gods). 


Perhaps the intention of this sudden energy 
and determination that Nurgle grants to His 
dedicated servants is given as a kind of twisted 
solace. There is an old proverb that says that it 
is a comfort in hell to have companions in suf- 
fering, and I begin to wonder if it is this notion, 
or something similar to it, that is the driving 
force behind Nurgle's cults and armies. 


Perhaps Nurgle's servants attain some twisted 
(though genuine) comfort or relief in their suf- 
fering by actively seeking to inflict 
approximations of their own suffering upon the 
rest of the mortal world. The greater the suffer- 
ing, misery and despair that Nurgle's servants 





inflict upon the world, the greater their content- 
ment and humour seems to be. 


Sister Marie believes that Nurgle's warriors are 
unaffected by despair and apathy for the same 
reason that they do not die from the many physi- 
cal corruptions their master heaps upon them. 
Her argument is that although a plague might 
cause the creatures it infects to wither and rot, 
the plague itself is perfectly healthy. I admit that 
at first I had no idea as to what the good sister 
meant, but she went on to explain how she 
believed that all diseases are caused by minuscule 
predators, carried upon the air or within fluids, 
that penetrate into our bodies to exist as parasites 
within our blood or organs, or whatever else they 
might need. The sores, coughing or any other 
physical attribute that this invasion might cause, 
are apparently only symptoms caused by the infil- 
trating parasites — the parasites themselves (and 
therefore the disease itself) does not suffer from 
the symptoms it causes. 


In other words, I think that Sister Marie was 
indicating that by dedicating themselves to 
Nurgle and receiving His blessings, cultists and 
warriors cease to be simple carriers of disease, 
and become actual embodiments of them to some 
degree. This explains to me the form Nurgle 
takes in the few depictions that the Shallayans 
have of Him in their holy books and iconography: 
He is always portrayed an ordinary looking man, 
but with grasping hands and a hungry gaze. 
Nurgle is the prime infector, not the infected. 
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Che Human Champions of Chaos 


BEING A CLOSE EXAMINATION OF THE MANY AND DIVERSE MORTALS WHO STRIVE 
TO ACHIEVE THE DUBIOUS RANK OF CHAMPION. THESE DEVIANT INDIVIDUALS RISK 
THEIR SOULS IN THE PURSUIT OF THEIR AIMS, AND THUS, DESERVE SCRUTINY. 


H AVING LEARNED EVERYTHING 
that Dolmancé had to tell me, and having 
read everything van Hadden has been so 
good to send me regarding the human ser- 
vants of Chaos, I have come to the conclusion 
that Chaos Gods must value their human fol- 
lowers far above their own daemonic 
minions. For if daemons and the multifarious 
Children of Chaos have no choice about their 
nature and allegiance, then surely the best 
way that the Chaos Gods can increase their 
power is by consuming the souls of other 
intelligent and free-willed creatures. 


As I have already mentioned in previous 
investigations, some of these souls are easily 
won. Many are the brigands, bandits and out- 
casts who would willingly follow any leader 
who brings them plunder and offers them 
protection. Such individuals are all too com- 
mon in our poor world, but there are 
comparatively few beings with the strength of 
will and arm to become true champions of the 


Chaos Gods. 


These champions are in many ways the rep- 
resentatives of Chaos upon the mortal plane, 
and as such they constantly strive to outdo 
each other. Sometimes their masters send 
them on special missions or direct them to 
band together with other creatures of Chaos 
to destroy an army or overthrow a city. 


Almost always, Chaos champions and their 
warbands are forced to live in the forests and 
mountains. All normal men fear and abhor 
Chaos, and no legitimate authority within our 


great Empire would tolerate the presence of a 


Chaos follower. 


The ultimate reward for a successful cham- 
pion is to be granted immortality as a daemon, 


so that he can live forever by his patron | 


deity’s side and continue to fight on His 
behalf. It is this dream that drives all Chaos 
champions onwards, although thankfully only 
a very few of them will ever reach this ulti- 
mate state of disgrace. Most champions will 
either die in combat or their masters will 
reward them with so many horrendous muta- 





tions that they become mindless slavering 
things, beasts with malformed bodies and 
only the barest recollection of their former 
glory. 


More fool them I say for abandoning the 
cause of humanity and throwing in their lot 
with the Great Enemy. 


THE TRIBES OF THE CROW 


Beyond the icy lands of Norsca, in the hinter- 
lands of the Chaos Wastes, there are some 
amongst the ignorant and wicked tribes who 
reside there who worship Nurgle openly and 
with pride. To the majority of these ignorant 


. fools, the Lord of Decay is known as Nielglen. 


Nielglen is depicted as a great carrion crow: 
gigantic, flightless and near skeletal, its rot- 
ting flesh is riven with all manner of diseases, 
and maggots writhe in its belly. This is the 
form in which Nielglen chooses to show him- 
self to the tribesmen of the north. The tribes 
dedicated to Nielglen believe that the flight of 
a crow tells of death, of eyes without life, of a 
slow lingering end caused by agonising 
wounds. The warriors of the Crow are grim 
men, finding the fulfilment they seek in the 
horrors of battle. It is their belief that suffer- 
ing and misery, though not necessarily 
enjoyable, are the natural state of life, and to 
attain true understanding of themselves and 
the world (and to appease Nielglen) they must 
cast aside all the trappings and delusions of 
life to embrace and promote the truth of 
despair. 


They see Nielglen as the most honest of all 
the gods, in that He does not lie about the 
“purpose” and “reality” of life. They accept 
that all things decay and believe that by merit 
of the fact that all things will decay, there can 
be no true value to life per-se. They believe 
that the only activity of any worth on the mor- 
tal side of the grave is in the spreading of the 
enlightenment that Nielglen offers, thereby 
giving meaning to the otherwise pointless suf- 
fering of life, while also securing themselves a 


| place in Nielglen’s afterlife. 











Magical winds blow constantly from the 
north, bringing with them all manner of 
plagues and diseases. To those dedicated to 
the Crow God, contracting such a disease is 
considered a fate that pleases their patron. 
When word of a new disease reaches them, 
they pray that they too will be blessed with it. 
They believe that suffering from a plague is a 
noble and worthy endeavour, for it brings 
them closer to reality and Nielglen’s great 
plan. As a testament to the pride their foul 
and disgusting god must have in these 
lunatics, many of the tribesmen survive these 
ordeals and are even strengthened by them. 


Those poor souls who are captured by a 
tribe dedicated the Nielglen the Crow are 
more often than not tortured for days on end. 


پوت ۵ 


Che Human Champions of Chaos 


The barbarians who do this regard their cru- 
elty as sacred and they encourage their 
victims to suffer in silence, as their god 
approves of those who submit to their fate. 
After that, the Crow warriors tend to bury 
their victims beneath earth and snow, some- 
times while still alive. The earth below is seen 
as the domain of the Crow God, and they 
believe that as their prisoner. 

slowly rots below the " 

ground their god of 

pestilence and 

decay will con- 

sume his soul. 





THe Plague Jinights 





HERE FOLLOWS A DEDICATED CHAPTER ON THE MALICIOUS AND FOETID 
WARRIORS OF NURGLE KNOWN AS THE PLAGUE KNIGHTS, AS WITNESSED BY : 





THE DIARIST AND RACONTEUR KAZIMIR LENINOV. 


LAGUE KNIGHTS is a name given to the 

mounted elite from amongst the Chaos war- 
riors whose patron is Nurgle. By all reports, 
these Knights are always infected with all man- 
ner of disfiguring diseases, and are motivated by 
a strange and morbid energy. Perhaps it is this 
that enables them to survive wounds that might 
otherwise slay another Chaos knight. Their orig- 
inally splendid wargear, coats of arms and 
banners are always tattered and filthy, like the 
rags of lepers, and their once-opulent silk or fur 
cloaks hang from their shoulders like the 
shrouds of corpses. Yet the Plague Knights bear 
their disfigurements openly, and are proud of 
their dribbling sores and discoloured skin - 
although some have been known to hide their 
leprous faces behind bizarre carnival masks with 
absurdly grinning or grimacing faces. I can say 
no more of these foul and unholy warriors. I 
need distance from mv studies. 
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BEING ANOTHER TALE FROM THE BARBAROUS NORTH, THIS TIME PERTAINING 
TO THE DARK HISTORY OF FEYTOR, CHAMPION OF NURGLE, KNOWN AS 
THE “TAINTED”. 


| ODAY I RECIEVED an account of another | been stirred up, and the savage peoples of the north are 
Norscan saga, sent to me by my good friend and | growing ever more agitated. 
colleague, Januz Hanauer. Like the saga of the Slaaneshi 
champion Styrkaar that he sent to me previously, Janusz 
tells me that the story of Feytor the Tainted is being 
regaled across the length and breadth of Norsca. I can- 
not help but find this disturbing. The general increase 
aularitv of these sorts of tales must surely be a In the meantime, here follows Hanauer's own hand- 
am at nest of hornets has | written version of Feytor’s saga: 


Most worrying by far, this latest saga contains vet 
more references to Archaon, this time referring to him as 
the Lord of the End Times. This cannot bode well. I 
must consult with my superiors. 
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Sesing Feyters sickly appearance, the ignorant farmers scorned the 
whispering darkly about hem and his kin. and وم‎ 
ER vo them for fear of catching disease. th a short space of time Feytor's family 
20 found themselves desperats with hunger and ir and were forced at last, to 
E abandon their homs. On the road. travellers steered clear of them, and Feytors 
Frustration and anger increased as he watched his family grow weaker. Nobody 
gavs him a chance te explain that they wers not Plague carriers and that their 
sickness was not in any way dsbilitating. Indesd, Feytor had found that hic 
siokty fisch was now imoveasingty resistant to cold and pain 


family, 
fusing tt conduct trade with 





After being vun ou? of countiess Villages and towns unsympathetic te their | | 
Kult Plight, Fey tor eventually ted his family tt a cavs at ths base of the Grey | 
T Mountains tc the west of the Empire. Gams was plentiful! rvhdills Feytor and | 
his family with food and furs: For a tints they were ha Pu. although the seeds of | 
resentmsnt had been planted dese plu in Feytor's heart | 


| 

AT dusk ons day, after hunting, Feytor was returning with his kidd over his 
shoulders. when hs saw hoof prints in the snow Leading u 

EMT. family waited Dro. ping Ihs.deer in the snow, he vaced att 
dioe, di olsaring before he cave. entrance he found the burnt husks of his brothers, 

۱ ۱ sisters, and mother chainsd Thtackened s akes. A group of men'stocd watching 
T5 € grisly scene, soarves. Tied over their faces. Blind with u | 

The midst of themstriki ig outwith his hunting knife, plunging i dese into the 

E d] 9۶۵ of ths first man. The thers turned in Surpriss, their eyes fitti with horror 

E اک‎ I Ons of Them barked an order to ki the pf | 

IN EI. veins, Feytor {aid around him with his cattused fists» 

| ۸ swords that tors inte his flesh. Ons by ons he struck the men down. killing the 

Tt} final ons by smashing his skutt into a boulder Then grist finally took FeyTor, 
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enh ان‎ of th «s. however, tett of a 0ء‎ man ۷ 
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by these who had ۸ him. and the Wolf Brothers were rite‏ و ور i‏ سو 

AUR by his resilience. After several weeks. the Tribe decided To approach him. 
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v: i 20۷۷۸991 Tety upon being declared ths new ل‎ ۶۲9 Feytor began to approach | j 

Aa (0s neighbouring Tribes, Preovaimıng To Them that hs carvisd the word of Vara CM Wile ee, 

ZU A 7. and that they must Jen with him. When the tribes ۲۶۷۶۶6 to swear ho 

15 MEER ۱ “allegiances. their warriors and their children were struck down with disease || e 

| and pestilence, both with equal ferocity. Again Feytor approached them, AST 

۱ telling them t ۸۰۵۰7 their condition and forsake their own gods for the A 

A ER of Nurgts, for by doing onty this would they be saved. tn this | 
MAS manner, ۳ ۶۷10۷ ۶ warband grew as sver mors of the neighbouring Tribes swore 

allegiance to him 
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Ths followin dscads Saw an exponential growth LM Feytors Power and 


influence in the region His body avew ever Stranger and hs was now almost N 
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BEING AN ACCOUNT OF THE STRANGE FATE AND TWISTED REASONING OF 
VALNIR THE REAPER, AS TAKEN FROM THE “WOLF’S HEAD TALES”, 
TRANSLATED FROM OLD SLEVIC BY HANS GUNTHER. 





TWO HUNDRED years ago, the‏ ہر( 
name of Valnir the Reaper was feared‏ 


throughout the lands of Kislev, Norsca and the 
Empire. 


In his region far to the cold north, it is said that 
none were a match for Valnir in battle. His 
strength of sinew and skill at arms were such 
that he was considered by many an equal to even 
the warriors of the Great Warhound. Yet while 
his tribe cheered his many victories and watched 
him rise to become their undisputed leader and 
warchief, Valnir himself felt no joy. He took no 
pride in his actions or appearance, nor did he 
revel in the luxuries that his small empire of con- 
quered lands could bestow. Why this might have 
been, none of the legends say, but all agree that 
Valnir was ever grim of visage and heavy of 
heart. Indeed, it was said amongst his people 
that if Valnir’s misery were to flow as a river 
from his mouth, then it would cover all the lands 
of the north with its bitter waters. Yet, despite 
Valnir’s obvious despair, he was not apathetic or 
defeatist. Though no one could say why, Valnir 
hated the world with rare fervour and was deter- 
mined to impose his misery upon all the lands of 
men. But nothing the gaunt-faced chieftain 
could do, however terrible or cruel, seemed 
enough. | 
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Valnir’s desperation grew as it became ever 
more apparent to him that nothing would sate 
the terrible bitterness within his heart. The sheer 
hopelessness of his state came to him one day 
when he and his warriors prepared to descend 
upon an enemy village. With tears of frustration 
glistening within his otherwise dead eyes, Valnir 
declared to his men that he cared not for the 
thrill or rush of battle, nor the expansion of his 
lands or the dubious joys of taking slaves. All he 
wished from war was to show the world what it 
meant to suffer as he did, and no action or tor- 
ture he could conceive of came close to doing 
that. 


Valnir’s men were astounded, and were made 
more so when Valnir declared that he would 
fight no more battles until he had found a way to 
hold a mirror up to the world that would show it 
the futility of its endeavours and the truth of 
despair. Without further word, Valnir left them. 


North he walked, and further yet, the flickering 
lights of the Chaos Wastes acting as his compass. 
His misery knew no bounds, and yet his resent- 
ment of the world at large drove him ever 
onward, Once beyond the mountains and fjords 
of the Vargs, Valnir contin / ed north across the 
pack ice towards the lands of the Kvelligs and 
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Valnir the Reaper 


the Aghols. Onward he walked, past the lands of 
the nomads and on to the hinterlands of the 
Chaos Wastes. He came upon a wide plain that 
echoed with the baving of hounds. Any lesser 
man would have been unmanned bv fear at the 
terrible sound, but Valnir did not care. Death 
was no threat for one who hated life. He strode 
on without hesitation, and when the great 
hounds of that plain came for him he faced them 
with stoic determination. Huge they were, stand- 
ing some four feet at the shoulder, with 
dagger-like teeth and slashing claws. Sword in 
hand, Valnir smashed them to the ground, never 
once breaking his stride. 











































Again and again they came against him, and ۱ 
again and again he cut them from his path. 
| Eventually Valnir entered the foothills beyond 
the plains of hounds, and the attacks dwindled, 
and then stopped. Yet the gaunt warrior had not 
escaped unscathed. His arms, face and legs were 
crossed with lacerations and tears, and it was 
clear from their growing heat that thev con- 
tained infection. Still, Valnir did not care. He 
pushed northwards and up into the mountains. 


Amongst the icy peaks, Valnir fought the great 
blood eagles, huge winged creatures with the 
eyes and claws of giant cats. He survived land- 
slides, earthquakes and the eruptions of 
volcanoes, until eventually he reached the moun- 
tain's highest point and descended down the 
other side towards the great ice sheets that 

bridged the Mortal Realms to the warped 
horror of the Chaos Wastes. 





Monsters of unspeakable horror 
lay waiting in the depths below the 
ice, bursting up in an effort to ١ 


y 


1: sd ۱ Br D a, Í TEE r 
5 pr پر سے‎ 4 : : 
aM J " ان‎ iM 3 
AT ğ j r 
۲ 


+ 
=. 
— 
جم‎ 
> 
S 
— 
= 
= 
= 
= 





2^ 77. Dalnir the Reaper 


=~. Am æ 
کے‎ ~ 13 


ally he stepped onto the barren rock that 


watery grave. But Valnir 


7\ - drag, Valnir down to a 


avoided them. A biting 
chill blew from the north, 
numbing Valnir's mind 
and wearing down his 
torn and scarred body. 
But still Valnir strug- 
gled on. The magic 
saturated air glittered 
with illusions and false 
visions — more than 
enough to lure the 
unwary or careless to 
their doom. But still 
Valnir prevailed, 
until eventu- 
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marked the border into the Chaos Wastes. 


Many warriors and barbarians had stood in his 
way along that journey, and many fell creatures 
too, but none could match the horrors that 
awaited him within the Wastes. Monsters and 
shapeless chaos spawn lay ahead of him, and he 
knew that the countless warbands of Chaos's 
greatest champions were said to roam there. Vet 
Valnir would not turn back. The earth itself 
writhed and warped around him, creating dead- 
falls and chasms, or else volcanoes that would 
suddenly rise from the ground, covering the land 
with lava and ash. Sickened by the noxious 
fumes that breathed out from the scarred earth, 
and with his wounds swelling with filth and pus, 
Valnir began to hear voices inside his head, each 
telling him to give up and submit, or else swear 


in o one of the Lords of Chaos. But Valnir 


2» to submit and refused to seek 
1 سرت‎ his quest alone, 
n pastas he had started it. 


2 Qffward he staggered, towards 


the great teeth of the Chaos 
Realm. He would reach 









Valnir the Reaper 


the heart of decay, or die in the attempt. On the | 
very edge of madness, Valnir came across a vast, 
rotting tree. On every branch there hung a 
strange three-orbed fruit, slimy with corruption 
and crawling with maggots. Around the base of 
the tree, twisted among the roots, were the 
corpses of dozens of dead creatures and men, 
each in different stages of decay. 


Long and terrible was Valnir’s service to his 
god, and horrific indeed was the suffering he 
inflicted in his master’s name. When the Great 
Chaos War came, Valnir answered the call to 
arms like so many other champions of Chaos. He 
fought for his patron at the siege of Praag, and 
the titanic battle for the Gates of Kislev. In the 
final cataclysmic mélée, Valnir charged the Tsar 
of Kislev, but was cut down and mortally 
wounded. Yet, indomitable as ever, somehow 
Valnir managed to stagger away from the battle- 
field. His followers carried his body back to their 
lands, as was his final wish. Here was built a 
great stone throne from where Valnir could sur- 
vey his lands. But Valnir possessed the infernal 
vitality of his master and, though the years rolled 
by, Valnir’s body did not decompose completely 
— it seemed to regenerate just as much as it rot- 
ted. 
























As he stepped closer, Valnir felt an overwhelm- 
ing feeling of despair flood over him, drowning | 
his bitterness and robbing him of all determina- 
tion. It was a feeling that not even he, normally 
so used to suffering and stoic in his misery, could 
tolerate. Here at last was the clarity he had 
sought. He stumbled to his knees amidst the 
decay and rot, his body slumping forward to lie 
atop the pile of carcasses before him. Valnir 
embraced defeat at last, but instead of giving up 
his life, Valnir prayed to this fountain of despair, 
asking for the right to spread its truth through- 
out all the mortal lands. 


Over the twenty decades since the battle at 
Kislev, the black winds from the Realm of Chaos 
have grown stronger. It is said amongst the 
northern tribes that soon Valnir’s decayed and 
near skeletal body will lurch to its feet, and their 
champion shall stand tall once more; not dead, 
not alive, but as an immortal servant of the 
Crow God, Nielglen. When that day comes, all 
the tribes of the Crow shall fall to their knees 
and worship him as an avatar of their patron’s 
Will, proof — if such a thing should be needed — 
the. lord of Pestilence is with them, and the 


tU for their victory 


He had passed his final test. Nielglen Himself 
was the estuary from which all fear and misery 
flowed, and He required that His servants sub- 
mit only to Him, while desiring to spread His 
Word across the world. 


None can know what dyin: and daemonic 
process transfigured Valnir. Itis-enough to say 


that Nielglen chose to best is h essiigs apon | 
Valnir, making him 7. eaper, the 1 herer off 


souls, whose task it wás to spreatt-fear * and di&- 十 -< : 
ease in the name of the God f-Despáir gen 






























































Jiurgles Rot 


AN IN-DEPTH DISCUSSION, BACKED WITH CONSIDERABLE STUDY, OF THE 
CORRUPTING AND FOUL CONDITION KNOWN AS “NURGLE’S ROT.” INCLUDING 
SEVERAL NEW IDEAS ON ITS CAUSES AND SYMPTOMS. 





| \ | URGLE'S ROT, often known simply as the | and soul. Worse than any other disease and more 
Rot, is surely the crowning glory of all the | physically debilitating than the most severe lep- 
Plague God’s achievements, and is His greatest | rosy, Nurgle’s Own Rot is a mixture of physical 
*gift" to the mortal world. The Rot is unlike any | ailment and daemonic possession. In many 
other illness, in that it combines the worst quali- | ways, the Rot could be seen as a swift-acting 
ties of all the plagues that have blighted the | microcosm of the path from aspiring champion 
mortal world. But the Rot is not simply a conta- | to the ascension to daemonancy — although very 
gious and progressive disease of the body; it is | few of those who contract this most hateful dis- 
also an affliction of the ease wish to follow this path. 


Sister Duvallier tells me that the Rot is 
the most contagious disease ever to have 
blighted the mortal plane. Its infection is 

carried both in moisture and air; it can be 
contracted by inhalation or by physical 
contact with one who carries the dis- 
ease. As far as anyone can tell, 
there is no cure for it. If this is the 
most debilitating and lethal of 
all Nurgle's plagues, then it 
is also the subtlest, for 
though it takes just 
moments to become 
infected, it can take 
weeks before any phys- 
ical symptoms manifest 
themselves. I say physi- 
cal symptoms because 
long before the victim's 
body starts to bloat with 
corruption, his or her 
mind is gradually eaten 
away by the illness. 
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Sister Duvallier explains in 
her essay The Foul Rot of 
Nurel e. 


“Some of the greatest physicians of 
my Order have theorised that the 
human brain contains a finely bal- 
anced blend of chemicals that, in 
combination with our natural 
essence of being (or soul), regulate 
certain emotions and feelings 
within the body — although I am 
aware that such ideas are, to say 
the least, radical. But of this I 
am certain: all humans are 
slaves to this alchemic bal- 
ance, and if this balance is 
adjusted by only a 
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fraction, then the effects on the physical welfare 
of the patient can be very dramatic indeed. 


“Many have been the occasions when I have 
treated someone for what has been perceived to 
be a problem of the mind or emotion (such as 
severe depression or mania), only to find that 
their problems have few or no roots in the psy- 
chic world of mind and personality, but entirely 
in the complicated world of the brain’s alchemi- 
cal composition. 





“I believe that the Rot slowly attacks this 
chemical balance before moving on to anything 
else, gradually causing great depression and 
paranoia in its host." 


Although I have trouble grasping some of the 
good sister's terminology, I understand her diag- 
nosis. Nurgle's Rot, as I have indicated before, is 
not a mortal illness. It is entirely supernatural 
and daemonic in nature, not so much infecting 
its hosts as possessing them. Indeed, the fate of 
those damned and poor unfortunates who con- 

۳ tract the disease is not 
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simply to rot away and die, but to be transfig- 
ured in body and soul into one of Nurgle’s 
Tallymen — a daemonic footsoldier in the service 
of the Lord of Decav. 


And so this indeed is the most horrifying aspect 
of contracting the Rot: the total certainty of one's 
own damnation, regardless of how much one 
might wish it otherwise. Short of employing the 
most powerful magic, there is simply no way to 
escape it. 


As I have mentioned in previous investigations, 
the Chaos Gods can no more make us into dae- 
mons against our will than they can simply steal 
our souls from our bodies — there must be some 
complicity on our part for either of these things 
to take place. The daemon-gods can, however, 
send their minions to posses our mortal frames 
without the need for our consent. The cruelty of 
Nurgle's Rot is that it possesses its mortal host, 
slowly poisoning his mind with visions and 
whisperings, no doubt helped by the *alchemical 
imbalance" that Sister Duvallier diagnosed as 
one of its symptoms. By the time its 

host's body begins to bloat and 
erupt with the boils and ulcers that 
are the more visual symptoms of the 

Rot, the host has already had his or 
her personality and beliefs fundamen- 

tall undermined by the disease's 
progressive spiritual, physical anckpsychi- 
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Jiurgles Rot 


This undermining of the host’s personality is a 
vital part of the disease’s progression, for with- 
out it few would willingly give up their souls to 
Nurgle, and thereby allow themselves to be 
transfigured into His daemons. This means that | 
there is no fixed time limit within which the Rot THE SYMPTOMS OF THE ROT 
affects its victims. Those who are weak-willed, 
or perhaps even desiring of Nurgle’s attentions, 


will succumb to the disease far more swiftly than 
those who resist it with every fibre of their being. 
But rest assured, both will fall in the end. There 
is no escape from the effects of the Rot. 


Here follows Sister Duvallier’s analysis of the 
Rot’s progressive symptoms: 
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BEING A FAITHFUL ACCOUNT FROM THE OLD TALES OF THE ICY NORTH, AS 









Mini 


۴ i 


TAKEN FROM HUGO LAZARRE'S “GRIM STORIES AND CAUTIONARY TALES", AS 
TRANSLATED BY THE REDOUBTABLE HANS GUNTHER. 


I N THE BETTER SIDE of Praag, before 
8 the hordes of Chaos laid the city to waste, 
there lay a private garden, protected from 
casual observers by a high stone wall topped 
by spikes and birdlime. Despite the lengthy 
shadows that habitually shrouded it, the gar- 
den was a marvel of horticulture, a veritable 
delight of flowers, shrubs and trees. 


In the exact centre of the garden lay an orna- 
mental well, surrounded by a topiary maze, an 
immaculate labyrinth of hedges and shrubs 
clipped into fantastic forms. Some of the 
shapes were readily identifiable as fauna from 
across the Empire, but others defied descrip- 
tion. There were things with too many heads or 
limbs, and men with heads of beasts, or beasts 
with the heads of men. 


An old man by the name of Ned looked after 
the garden’s unusual topiary, trimming hedges, 
deadheading roses and raking gravel paths. He 
had served the man who owned that garden 
and the great house it surrounded for forty 
years and more. Despite his master’s infre- 
quent jests that “the garden might be getting 
too much” for the old man, and how neither of 
them were growing any vounger, Ned carried 
on much as he had ever done. 


It was clear to Ned that his master was mad. 
He had to be. All magisters were. What could 
they know about age and death, they with their 
precious magic? Twenty years previously his 
master had sown the seeds of his own destruc- 
tion, and Ned had the distinct feeling that in a 
further ten years those seeds would bear their 
sour fruit. 


For the day that this tale touches upon the 
lives of the gardener and his master was the 
twentieth birthday of the magister’s only son. 
On that day, according to the traditions of his 
people, the boy assumed the mantle of man- 
hood and the magister’s parental authority 
over him expired. To celebrate his coming of 
age, Tomash, as the young man was called, had 
for the first time in his life supped wine (an 
unusual vintage to be sure, but one his father 
suggested might grow on him). So the young- 
man could do as he pleased, free to go out into 
the world, plunge into life, and make up for the 
j« ast twenty years of study and obedience. 
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| making the torchlight dance crazily over the 


Tomash seemed more than a little distracted 
as he sat there, sipping from his silver goblet. 
Perhaps, the magister mused, it was the first 
effects of the wine. Or maybe Tomash was 
deciding which forbidden pleasure to indulge 
in first. It was such a pity. The magister’s wife 
had betrayed him; of that much the old 
enchanter was certain. No blood in his history 
could account for his son's debility. He hadn't 
found out about his late wife’s mother until it 
was... well... too late for all of them. 


Still, the magister had promised that the gift 
he would give Tomash on this most auspicious 


| occasion would be knowledge. Tomash had 


asked often about the forbidden arts and the 
hidden mysteries of his father’s magics. And so 
on that day, in that very hour, the magister 
promised to teach Tomash the secret of the 
labyrinth that lay beneath the garden, and 
reveal to the young man the mystery that wait- 
ed at its heart. 


He believed that dark magic was the only 
thing Tomash wanted now. His son had been 
shut away from normal life for so long that he 
had no conception of the pleasures and preoc- 
cupations of normal men. The magister 
believed that his son would of course view this 
secret as his escape — an easy path to glory and 
power. Puling fool. 


Father and erstwhile son took torches from 
the wall, and the old magister led a way along 
dark corridors and down winding stone steps, 
until they came to an ebony door. There he 
taught his son the words of opening, and they 
passed through the portal into the stone pas- 
sages beyond. 


No one, other than the magister himself, 


| knew the secret of the labyrinth, and Tomash 


was anxious to learn it. The magister told his 
son that the walls of the labyrinth were suf- 
fused with tainted magic and were deceptive 
because of it. Logic and reason would avail 
them nothing here. A mnemonic code revealed 
the only way through. 


Tomash absorbed this new information eager- 
ly, and the old magister noted the febrile gleam 
in his son’s eyes, the way his hands trembled, 
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walls. After half an hour's travel, they reached 
the centre of the labyrinth, a circular room 
from which radiated eight straight passages. It 
was lit by a weak beam of light that filtered 
down from a hole far above their heads. 


Almost immediately Tomash admitted to feel- 
ing faint. His father smiled to himself, knowing 
that it was probably the effects of the drugged 
wine he had given the boy. Or indeed it might 
have been all the warpstone dust that glittered 
from the chamber’s floor and walls. Or perhaps 
both. 


He led Tomash to the centre of the chamber 
and helped him into a sitting position, fasten- 
ing the young man’s limp wrists into the heavy 
manacles that rose from the glistening flag- 
stones directly beneath the hole in the 
chamber's distant ceiling. 


“I cannot really say that I'm sorry for doing 
this," said the magister. ^It's my duty as a car- 
ing father to make sure you can't harm 
anybody. You're insane, you see. Blame it on 
your mother, if you like. It's all her fault. She 
never told me about your mad grandmother 
until we were married, and you know how 
blood always runs true. Well anyway, you're all 
secure now. Can't have you wandering about 


upsetting people, can we? Call if you want any- | 


thing, oh, and happy birthday!" 


Exactly four years later, Ned, the old garden- 
er, had been tidying the rose beds and his 
basket overflowed with a bewildering variety 
of slugs, caterpillars and snails. It was nice to 
think they were going to a good cause. Happy 
birthday, he muttered, as he tipped them down 
the well. 


Down in the labyrinth, the hail of molluscs 
and insects woke Tomash from his fitful slum- 
ber. Stretching out his long fingers, he scooped 
handfuls of them from the floor between his 
legs and stuffed them greedily into his mouth. 
He hoped there were some green ones, as he 
had grown to like them the best. Although the 
years had not been kind to Tomash, he had 
endured. He could see quite well in the dark 
now, and his sticky tongue certainly helped 
with the ants. Despite his arms and legs chang- 
ing, he still had not managed to break free from 
the heavy iron manacles that still bound his 


wrists. But he knew that one day someone | 


would find him and set him loose, and on that 


day his father would die, and it would be a 


very, very unpleasant death. 
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Six more years passed. Great storm clouds 
converged round the beleaguered city of Praag, 
and the nightmare hordes of Chaos roiled 
round the city walls like a dark flood. The 
armies of the daemon-gods stretched back into 
the distance for as far as the eve could see. 
Strange creatures flapped through the mauve 
sky, or else crawled across the ground. Waves 
of mutated things flung themselves at the city’s 


walls, again and again, like the stormy sea bat- 
tering at a cliff. 


Far outside the city walls, a small band of 
these fell creatures of Chaos broke into an 
abandoned farmhouse, where, in the cellar, 
they discovered a padlocked iron trapdoor. 
Smashing it open, the mutants found a cob- 
webbed passageway heading in the direction of 
Praag. Realising they had found a secret 
entrance into the human city, these servants of 
Chaos climbed down the rotten wooden steps 
and tramped off into the darkness. Eventually 
the passage emerged into a circular chamber, 
from which led eight identical passages. 
Chained to the floor at the centre of the cham- 
ber was a curious creature, a pathetic mixture 
of man and insect. 


“Free! Free! Set me free!” it pleaded. Curious, 
the bull-headed leader of the Chaos warband 
smashed the creature’s bonds. The man-insect 
lurched unsteadily to its feet, straightened its 
spidery legs, and then darted down one of the 
tunnels. 


“Father!” it cried. “Father! I’m coming for 
you!” Too wily to miss the spectacle this bizarre 
turn of events seemed to promise, the Chaos 
warband rushed after it. 


The next day, after the militia had driven the 
mutant invaders beyond the city walls once 
more, old Ned studied the dark clouds that 
broiled across the now crimson sky. He stuck a 
gnarled finger into the air and frowned. There 
was another storm brewing. He hoped the 
young master wouldn’t catch a chill, he wasn’t 
used to getting wet. 


Ned had been right about his master. Ten 
years to the day, and there he was. Still, Ned 
mused, he’d do the rhubarb a power of good. 
Heaping the magister’s remains into the wheel- 
barrow, Ned pushed on down the gravelly path 
towards the vegetable patch. 
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THIS LARGE PORTION OF THE TOME CONCERNS ITSELF WITH A HISTORY OF 


THE GREAT WAR AGAINST CHAOS, WHERE THE MORTAL REALMS MET THE 
MIGHT OF THE DARK ARMIES AND PREVAILED. 





| HROUGHOUT THE two-and-a-half mil- 
AA. lennia since its inception, our beloved 
Empire has known many wars and has endured 
innumerable perils. Indeed, our fragile kingdoms 
have met head-on every external threat to our 
existence, despite the fact that each new danger 
that has emerged has seemed to be greater than 
the last, and every battle won has been at an ever 
more untenable cost. Yet we have endured. 


Of all the many wars and trials that have beset 
our fair realm, one alone is known as the Great 
War. That is, the Great War Against Chaos or, as 
it is sometimes called, the Great Chaos 
Incursion. 


In the dark centuries subsequent to the turn of 
the second millennium of Our Lord Sigmar, the 
Empire of Men teetered upon the edge of extinc- 
tion. Centuries of bitter civil war had torn the 
heart from our beleaguered nation, and the once 
proud realm of the Emperors' had fallen into 
anarchy and misrule. Four of the provincial 
Elector Counts maintained themselves as the 
rightful Emperor, each one as intractable over 
his claim as the next, and the armies of 


Marienburg, Talabecland, Middenheim, and the | 


Reikland marched their endless wars, leaving ; 


1 : : x 9 = 
only destruction, poverty and famine in thef 
wake. 


The magister-scholars of our time tell how 


Winds of Magic blew down from the Northern A 
Pole with growing intensity on the lead up to the a. 
second millennium. | 
Throughout the Old World, the manifold beasts 


third century of the 
and monsters of Chaos multiplied and became 
bolder, emerging from the deep forests and 
descending from the mountaintops, raiding 
towns and villages. These raids might easily 
have been stopped at their genesis, if only the 
provincial Electors had allied to drive them 
back. But they had not, and so the raids grew 
into wars and the provinces of Ostland and 
Ostermark were laid to waste. 


Such was the price of pride and distrust. 


Warriors from the lands of Norsca and beyond 
ravaged the coasts of the Empire and Bretonnia, 
and marauding bands of black-armoured war- 
riors were seen as far south as the Middenland. 
To make matters worse, fierce hordes of orcs and 


goblins were free to plunder the Empire’s bor- 
ders completely unchecked, having been driven 
from their own lands by the growing power of 
Chaos. 


Events were seen to culminate in the summer 
of the Imperial year 2301. Dire portents of disas- 
ter were observed all across the disparate 
Empire. Wells that had previously served towns 
for generations were said to have dried suddenly, 
or overflowed with noxious slime. Crops were 
struck down by an unknown blight, or else eaten 





by plagues of insects. Cattle and other livestock 
succumbed to fatal poxes, or gave birth to leering 
monsters. It is even said that fish grew wings and 
flew from their rivers, and pigs were observed to 


| stand upon their hind legs and walk like men. 





The land was gripped with fear and hysteria. 


Caught as they were in the middle of so much 
horror and bloodshed, it seemed to the ordinary 
folk of the Empire that the end of the world was 
at hand. Many turned to religion as a last hope 
for salvation, and the Church of Sigmar grew 
ever more powerful as the terrified populace 
flooded into its temples. Yet even as these count- 
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less thousands flocked into the arms of Sigmar, 
many others — the despairing and the outcast — 
found succour in the embrace of older and dark- 
E er gods. Despite the centuries old edict that 
79 ۳ forbade the practice of sorcery, more and more 
E. magic-users were reported to the authorities 

with each passing day. The fires of the witch 
| hunters lit the night sky, vet the use of magic per- | 
۱ sisted. 


The insane servants of the Chaos Gods knew ۱ 
that their time was nigh, and they emerged from Pad | 
their hiding places in all the towns and cities of | ' y^ o^ 
the Empire, seizing their chance to take control!” 5 4 7 y». 
Against their twisted fanaticism and daembnic, | 9 dv IR, 
allies, the unprepared militiamen of these ill Y | 
fated towns did not stand a chance. The citizens) ge مز‎ 
who were able to fled their homes; those wh | ve V ^ 
were not were hunted like animals through the 4” P ( 
streets. A 


In the far north, the Chaos Gates were bloated 
outward with irrepressible energies, and the 
dark shadow of the Aethyr vomited forth, 
spilling southwards, engulfing the Wastelands 
and absorbing them into the Realm of Chaos. In 
advance of this irresistible tide marched the 
armies of Chaos, and as their shadow moved 
ever southward, so their numbers grew. The 
mightiest champions of Chaos and their war- 
bands joined the monsters from the Northern | 
Wastes, bringing with them armies of marauders 
from the borders of the Troll Country. In the 
deep forests of the Empire, mutants and 
beastmen gathered together and readied 
themselves for war. 


Between the Middle 
Mountains and the High 
Pass, many leagues to the 
north of Praag, there 
emerged an 
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unholy horde ready to do the bidding of the 
Chaos Gods. It is said to have been the largest 
army ever to march to war against the Old 
World. Some numbered it as a hundred thou- 
sand strong. Others put the figure two or three 
times higher. In Kislev, the most northerly of the 
human realms, Tsar Alexi Vasilivich sent south- 
wards for help, foreseeing the moment when this 
Chaos horde would sweep over his cold domain. 


Though the servants of Chaos had long since 
ravaged his own lands, the Count of Ostland 
stood firm against the encroaching darkness, 
and answered the Tsar's plea. Inside a week he 
led his army northwards to join that of the Tsar. 


As autumn approached, even the greatest cap- 
itals of the Empire had fallen into anarchy. 
Outlying farms, villages and towns had been 
abandoned to the marauding servants of Chaos, 
and a constant stream of refugees flocked into 
the already overcrowded cities. Even in the pros- 
perous Reikland region around Nuln and 


THe Great War Against Chaos 
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Altdorf, things were not well. Monsters roamed 
the Reikwald forest, and ships were attacked 
and burned as they travelled along the 
province's great river. In the streets of every city 
fanatics and prophets of doom preached their 
unsavoury brand of redemption. Many desper- 
ate citizens listened and, believing their world 
approached its doom, joined these bands of fla- 
gellants and world-weary apocalypts. 


In Nuln, a powerful coven of Tzeentchian 
Magi emerged from hiding and led bands of 
screaming cultists and daemon-hosts against the 
beleaguered local government. Some men, those 
driven to the edge of madness by starvation and 
fear, submitted to what they saw as the 
inevitable rule of Chaos, and threw in their lot 
with the Magi, turning against their own broth- 
ers and sisters. Witch hunters and preachers did 
their best to rally the populace against these fol- 
lowers of the Old Dark, and there was open 
warfare in the streets. 
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The Great War Against Chaos 


Humanity was not victorious. Barely a handful 
of the Empire’s soldiery survived to report their 
crushing defeat. 



































The Chaos horde laid waste to the northern 
part of the Tsar's territory before moving south- 
wards along the foothills of the Worlds Edge 
Mountains. The massive army crossed the frozen 
river Lynsk in the early spring. The very last of 
the Kislevite regular troops were caught from 
front and rear and destroyed as they defended 
the bridges. Beyond the Lynsk lay the heartlands 
of Kislev and the thriving city of Praag. 


In Praag, the people prepared for war. 
Thousands flooded inside the city walls from the 
surrounding countryside, bringing with them 
what little livestock and grain had survived the 
near constant plagues that had beset the land. 
But it was not enough. Soon Praag’s brave citi- 
zens were starving, and in their weakened 
condition many succumbed to the heinous 
visitations of Nurgle. 





| Outside the city's defences, the monstrous 
Huddled in sewers and burnt-out houses, the | Chaos horde made camp. From here they 


terrified people prayed desperately for salvation, | launched occasional forays, but made no attempt 
prayed for a sign that they did not stand alone | to seize the city until the Plague Lord’s blessings 
against the gathering darkness. Almost exactly | had done their work. The people of Praag sur- 
two thousand three hundred years after the | vived these endless raids, hoping beyond hope 
death of the man-god, Sigmar Heldenhammer, | that a relieving force would come to aid them. 

the prayers of the people seemed to have been 
answered. A sign appeared in the night sky: a 
twin-tailed comet, the ancient symbol of our 
Empire's divine founding father, arched across 
1 the heavens in fiery glory. But what could this 

sign mean? 


In time, rumour of a heroic new leader from the 
south reached the defenders, a man called 
Magnus who was bringing an army north to 
their salvation. Indeed, the flock of Magnus of 

| Nuln had grown ever stronger. He had gathered 
to him an army of all kinds of men: loyal devo- 
٦ 1 The answer came in the form of but one man - | tees of Sigmar, mad-eyed zealots, ordinary 
| a fiery young priest of Sigmar from their very | citizens, and professional soldiers from the 
own city of Nuln. His name was Magnus, and | armies of the provinces. Recognising in Magnus 
E with his great foresight and passionate oratories, | a leader they could all follow, the Elector Counts 
his strength of arm and his unshakeable faith, he | ہ٤‎ the Empire pledged him their unconditional 
gathered to himself an army of followers and led | Support and led their troops to join him. 
them to victory over the worshippers of the Dark In his wisdom, Magnus sent his oldest friend 
Gods, shattering the might of the Magi's coven | and closest confidante, one Pieter Lazlo, as an 
and purging their every trace from his city. envoy across the Sea of Claws to the near-myth- 
ical realm of Ulthuan, there to beg aid from the 
fey and haughty elves. Yet the elves were them- 
As winter settled across the northlands, the | selves beset by the forces of entropy, and were 
army of Chaos began its long march south. The | loath to spare even a single warrior to aid 
Count of Ostland and the entire Kislevite army mankind. But the Loremasters of the White 
moved northwards to meet them. By midwinter | Tower knew that should the lands of men fall to 
these two gigantic forces met, somewhere | the Chaos Gods, then Ulthuan would surely fol- 
between the Kislevite towns of Murmagrad and | low. So it was that Teclis of Hoeth answered 
Chazask. Laszlo's plea, and along with two of his brother 
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mages, Yrtle and Finreir, threw in his lot with 
Magnus and the armies of mankind. 


With these puissant mages at his side, Magnus 
marched his vast army north, but their progress 
was slow. Despite having an advance force of 
cavalry just a day’s march from the city, Magnus 
was too late. Praag’s walls had already been 
breached, and a furious eight-day battle through 
its burning streets had already drawn to its 
bloody conclusion. Praag fell in the winter of 
2302. Chaos had triumphed. 


With the fall of Praag a wind of solid darkness 
blew from the Realm of Chaos and swept over 
the land. Out through the Chaos Gates it roared, 
over the Troll Country and into northern Kislev. 
The malign wind blew through the streets of 
Praag, howling and screaming, and where it 
passed the broiling Aethyr followed, absorbing 
that land of men. 


The streets of Praag bowed and warped before 
its might. Men and stone twisted and became as 
one. Living things melted and reformed within 
the very fabric of the city’s streets. Souls were 


| imprisoned in torment, crying out from twisted 
| stones. Anguished and distorted faces peered out 


from cracked and warped walls. Agonised limbs 
writhed from the pavements. Pillars groaned 

with voices that once belonged to 
=" living beings. Praag had 
become an incarnate 
and waking 


THe Great War Against Chaos 
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nightmare — a taste for all of what lay ahead 
should the Chaos Gods prove victorious. 


A few managed to escape the ruin of Praag, 
slipping through the siege lines as the Chaos 
armies mounted their final assault. They 
brought the news of Praag's fall to Kislev's royal 
court, where the Tsar was hastily training a new 
army. When word reached Magnus of Praag's 
defeat, it was said he wept tears of blood and 
swore before Sigmar to avenge the horrors done 
that day. 


After the fall of Praag, the Chaos horde moved 
southwards, passing Magnus's advance force 
without realising 











































they had done so. These cavalrymen soon 
reached the hell-city that had been Praag. The 
soldiers, many of them Kislevite, witnessed the 
horror that had been visited upon this once 
proud city. They did not stay to mourn, but 
moved south in angry pursuit of the Chaos 
horde. They soon encountered and destroyed the 
rearguard of the Chaos army, stragglers and 
loafers for the most part — mutants and beast- 
men who had squabbled with their rivals and 
had been left behind. 


The human warriors fell upon the inhuman 
force with ferocity spawned of outrage, killing 
hundreds and scattering the rest. It was a minor 
victory, but a victory nonetheless. Meanwhile 
the main body of the Chaos horde continued its 
advance towards Kislev, knowing nothing of the 
human army that was now closing in behind it. 


As Magnus's cavalry headed for Praag, the 
main Empire army and Magnus himself made 
for Kislev. Though he still hoped to reach Praag, 
Magnus sorely needed provisions in order for his 
force to continue. Magnus hoped to acquire 
these, together with fresh troops, before moving 
northwards. Perhaps by the hand of Sigmar, 
Magnus arrived at Kislev just in time to see the 
Chaos horde surround the city. 


The fell Chaos army was arrayed in unholy 
splendour around the walls of Kislev, its black 
banners fluttering from the hills all around. The 
standards of all four Chaos Gods could be seen 
where their champions stood waiting. The 
mighty Warriors and Knights of Chaos stood in 
 serried ranks waiting to advance. Sorcerers 


lurked behind them or rode amongst the troops 
upon beasts of indescribably foul appearance. 
Beastmen massed noisily around the banners of 
their own lords, braying and bellowing in their 
excitement. Above the reeking crowd towered 
massive things with broad ugly heads, but 
whether these were mortal creatures or daemons 
was impossible to say. 


Finally the sheer scale of the threat posed by 
the Gods of Chaos and their unholy minions was 
laid bare to Magnus, yet his faith in Holy Sigmar 
did not falter. It is said that even Teclis, so alien 
in his ways and distant in his manner, was 
moved by Magnus’s impassioned oratory that 
day, as they stood there in the shadow of that 
Nightmare Host. At the end of this, his last 
speech before they would take the battle to their 


| enemies, Magnus reminded his troops of 


Sigmar’s promise, that the sun would not set on 
His people, so long as they kept Him as their 
lord. None could doubt the sincerity of Magnus's 
words, but the dying light of day seemed only to 
make a mockery of their meaning. 


Darkness settled across the field, and the 
armies of Men were left to ponder if they would 
ever again see the light of day. 


Within the city, the Tsar had organised the 
defences as best he could, and had even taken 
personal command of his new army. Hastily 
trained and ill equipped, vet with a courage born 
of despair, the Kislevites prepared to meet the 
Chaos assault head on. With them were several 
hundred dwarfs from the impenetrable fortress 
kingdom of the Everpeak, the dwarf capital 
Karaz-a-Karak. Despite the unrest and horror 
within his own mountain realm, the High King 
of the dwarfs had sent a contingent of his finest 
warriors to the Tsar's aid. 


In their first attack, the servants of the Dark 
Gods committed their multifarious beasts and 
monsters to the field. The assault was furious 
and bloody, and the foul creatures drove the 
Kislevites from their hastily constructed outer 
defences, forcing them to withdraw behind the 
city walls. Indomitable to the last, the dwarfs of 
Karaz-a-Karak fought a valiant rearguard 
action, holding the beasts at bay. 


It was as the Chaos Lords prepared to lead a 
second assault upon the city that Magnus's army 
reached the outskirts of the Chaos encampment. 
The Empire troops set about the few warriors 
remaining there with courage and zeal, but the 
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main Chaos force was quick to notice this new 
threat to its rear. With great haste the Chaos 
army divided into two, one part of the horde 
continuing to assault the city, whilst the other 
turned to attack Magnus. 


Before the Chaos worshippers could properly 
regroup, Magnus’s army fell upon them like a 
righteous hammer, routing a large contingent of 
mutant beastmen that had only just retired from 
the front line. The creatures panicked when they 
saw the human army bearing down on them, 
and put up little resistance before they turned 
and fled the field. 


Magnus and his followers pushed deep into the 
Chaos ranks. Thousands of mutated troops were 
slaughtered and the Chaos force could do noth- 
ing to halt the pace of Magnus’s furious advance. 
But, although Magnus had driven off many 
thousands of troops, many more thousands 
remained. Caught off guard by the sudden 
attack from its rear, the Chaos army took time to 
re-deploy, but eventually its greater numbers 
began to tell. The ad of the Empire army 
faltered, and then stopped, a nus found 
himself surrounded 
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But as they watched the Empire army slow and 
stumble, their cheering turned to silence. 
Fearing their saviours would be destroyed before 
their eves, the dwarfs chose to sallv-forth from 
the relative safetv of the city's walls, in an effort 
to go to Magnus's aid. Three hundred dwarts 
sped from the south gate and hurled themselves 
upon their aggressors. But the daemonic troops 
surrounding Kislev were too many and too well 
led, and the dwarfs were beaten back with heavy 
losses. Of the gallant three hundred that had led 
the attack, it is said barely half returned. 


With the threat from Magnus contained, the 
Chaos forces turned their attention towards the 
gates of Kislev once more. As the ruinous army 
surged forward, it became apparent to the 
defenders that the next assault was intended to 
carry into the city. The most fearsome Chaos 
troops were arrayed against them: formidable 
warrlors, sorcerers riding upon huge and out- 
landish monsters, trolls, dragons, and daemons 
from the Aethvr's deepest hells. Brave to the last, 


| the Kislevites and dwarfs prepared for the final 


assault. There was little hope for their survival. 


It was as the Chaos army prepared to attack 
hate fortunes of the allies took a sudden and 
Magnus's advance force of caval- 
Ty, e save tec that had reached Praag too 

ate, to save th€ city, arrived upon the northern 
aos army. The cavalry were main- 
from the Empire, but there were also 

ative Kislevites amongst them, and the‏ سي 
merffor& of the horror they had witnessed in‏ 


raa g W still fresh in their minds. With a feroc- 
ity bo abate, the cavalry plunged into the 


Vires wei Chaos army, which began to bow 
before their implacable anger. 


Magnus and his main army had drawn up onto 
a dew hill where they fought off attack after 
attack by the servants of Chaos. From the 
advantage of his elevated position, Magnus saw 
the sudden confusion at the Chaos horde’s flank 
and realised that his cavalry had returned from 
the north. Summoning the last of his strength, 
Magnus spurred his troops forward, taking the 


battle to the enemy once more. 


Meanwhile, in the city, the defenders had also 
witnessed the appearance of the Empire cavalry, 
and saw at last that the battle might be turning. 
The city gates were flung open and the 

Kislevites charged out and attacked the 
besiegers. Unremitting in their fury and 
































implacable in their hatred, the dwarfs swore 
themselves to victory or death and launched 
themselves upon their enemies, hewing with 
their great axes as they yelled their Khazalid war 
cries. 

Caught from three sides the Chaos horde fell 
into confusion. Beastmen milled about, running 
hither and thither, and were impossible to draw 
into order. Disciplined and fearless, the dread 
warriors of Chaos fought on regardless, but their 
numbers were then too few to fight on all fronts. 
Slowly, the Chaos army was ground down. 
Warbands fled before the fury of the human and 
dwarf armies, and many were caught and 
destroyed as they did so. By the day's end the 
Chaos horde was broken and scattered. Many 
thousands lay dead. 


Following the battle for Kislev’s gate, the 
power of Chaos ebbed away. Daemons began to 
melt back into the Realm of Chaos, screaming 
their rage and their loss. The darkness withdrew 
from the land once more. The city of Praag was 
levelled and rebuilt, although ever afterwards it 


has remained a haunted city where the dead are | 


said to rest uneasy in their graves. 
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Magnus the a he was known from then 
on, was made peror, and under him the 


provinces were united under one ruler for the 
first time in centuries. If the Elector Counts of 
the time had any doubts about the instalment of 
this dark-eyed priest to the throne of Emperor, 
they kept their thoughts to themselves. The peo- 
ple of the Empire had chosen their leader and 
they would not be denied. 


Magnus's first act as Emperor was to clear the 
forests of remaining beastmen, and Ostland and 
Ostermark were freed from their grip. The forces 
of Chaos were driven back to the Troll Country 
and beyond. The Great War Against Chaos was 
at an end. The alliance of the Chaos Gods ended 
too. Perhaps their rivalries drove them apart 
once more, or perhaps the Dark Gods had been 
content to merely test the defences of mankind, 
for their true plans are hard to fathom. 


Yet do not deceive vourself, dear reader. There 
is no happy ending to this tale, for in truth noth- 
ing ever ends. While the Gates of Chaos hang 
open, the Aethyr's shadow can never be lifted 
from across the Mortal Realms. Indeed, the 
forces of the daemon-gods have not been idle in 
the two centuries since the time of Magnus. 
Word has reached us that they have once more 
gathered their strength in the wastelands beyond 
the land of Norsca, and a great Uniter has risen 
from amongst their ranks, forging them again 
into an unstoppable army. 


Be ready all you that read this, for Archaon, 
Lord of the End Times, gathers his armies just 
north of our borders, and the forces of Chaos 
prepare once more to wrest control of this realm 
from mortal hands. 


May Sigmar have mercy on us all. 
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The Beasts of Chaos ` 


AN EXAMINATION OF THE FOUL BEASTS AND CREATURES THAT BATTLE TO 
FURTHER THE ENDS OF THE CHAOS GODS, AND A DESCRIPTION OF THE 
MONSTROSITIES THAT ACCOMPANY THEM UPON THE FIELD OF BATTLE. 


A: A TESTAMENT to the import of my 
investigation into the movements and means 
of the Chaos Gods, Setanta Lobas, the elusive 
magister-patriarch of the Amber College of 
Magic, has agreed to aid me in my studies into 
the various beasts of Chaos. Magister Lobas is 
our good Empire’s foremost expert on all ani- 
mals and creatures, be they of natural origin or 
otherwise, and so I have welcomed his learned 
council with open arms. 


Not a man inclined much to conversation, 
Magister Lobas has instead suggested he write 
for me an analysis of the source and nature of 
the many creatures of Chaos. And so I hand 
over this section of my investigation to Magister 
Lobas. 


THE WARPING POWER OF CHAOS 


(From the hand of Setanta Lobas, Magister- 
Patriarch of the Amber College.) 


The Asur tell of a time before the rise of Chaos 
and the coming of the gods. A time when this 
world was ruled and controlled by a seemingly 
all-powerful race of creatures that came to us 
from beyond the highest heaven. We are told 
that these ancient beings could step between the 
realms of the multiverse by means of vast mag- 
ical gateways that they themselves had created 
— gateways that were a portal to the broiling 
horror of the Empyrean. Why and how they did 
this is beyond me; all that matters is that they 
did. 


We magisters are taught that the Empyrean is 
a non-place that both exists as its own reality, 
and has no physical dimensions or scales. It is 
pure energy without boundaries, and yet it is 
linked to life and the physical universe in ways 
that cannot be severed. But the Empyrean is not 
simply cold and senseless energy; it 1s influenced 
by, and is perhaps a product of, the emotions 
and thoughts of all living creatures. Though not 
truly a place it is vet inhabited by beings of 
power and consciousness of near infinite pro- 
portions. As I am sure Kless has expressed ad 
nauseam in his investigations humanity, and all 
other intelligent races, have embraced these 
beings as their pantheons of gods and daemons. 


For whatever reason, the Empyrean-gateway 


built by our world’s first great masters collapsed 
in on itself, and tides of pure Chaos, pure magic, 
were sucked into our world. This formless ener- 
gy was suddenly subject to the physical laws of 
the mortal plane. Under the intense pressure of 
reality, much of this energy solidified into the 
mutating dust we know as warpstone. It was 
this dust that I believe caused the birth of the 
first mutants and monsters of Chaos. 


THE ORIGINS OF BEASTMEN 


Chaos has no one definable and measurable 
effect upon mortal creatures. It will always 
mutate and warp any physical matter it comes 
into contact with, that much is certain, but there 
are few ways to predict just what form that 
warping effect will take. Although we of the Old 
World nations — the Empire, Bretonnia, Estalia 
and Tilea — may have our own very specific 
notion of what the Chaos-spawned creatures we 
have dubbed beastman might look like, it would 
be a mistake to assume that these creatures are 
a truly definable and universal breed. 


Chaos is almost totally unpredictable, affect- 
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ing the world in all kinds of bizarre and unfore- 
seen ways, just as it is in turn affected by the 
world in all kinds of bizarre and unforeseen 
ways. Indeed, the mortal creatures of Chaos 
come in all shapes and forms. I have heard leg- 
ends from across the world that describe races 
of cat-men, bird-men, lizard-men, and even 
strange tales of monkey warriors from the dis- 
tant lands of Cathay. So the creatures that we 
identify as beastmen may have little in common 
with the Chaos species that other nations and 
cultures identify as beastmen. 


Just how the beastmen of the Old World came 
into being is uncertain. There is an ancient leg- 
end (I think of Dawi origin), that places the 
genesis of the Old World's beastmen back to the 
collapse of the Northern Chaos Gate. It tells of 
a time some five thousand years before the 


humanity still resided in the south-eastern 
lands beyond the borders of Tilea. In this time, 
or so the legend tells, there was another race of 
heavy-set and passably intelligent humanoids 


to whom the gods (or perhaps the godlike cre- | 


ators of the Chaos Gates) had first taught the 
skills of animal husbandry. 


These nomadic peoples travelled across the 
north-eastern steppes, taming dogs to help 
them herd wild boar, as well as the long-horned 
ancestors of our modern day cattle, and flocks 
of hardy goats. Then the Northern Gate col- 
lapsed, and the corrosive power of Chaos 
saturated this simple people, merging them 
with the only partially tamed animals that they 
herded, warping them into the goat and bovine 
beastmen that we recognise today. 


Although this legend seems to offer a relative- 
ly straightforward explanation as to how 
beastmen came into being, I do not believe that 
it represents the whole truth of the matter - if 
truth is even a relevant concept where the often 
contradictory forces of Chaos are concerned. 
For just as Chaos is likely to manifest itself in 
the material universe as a random and warping 
energy, it is also theorised that Chaos actually 
uses physical matter to express and manifest 


the various beliefs of mortal creatures. After all, | 


the Empyrean can in one sense be seen to be the 
infinite subconscious mind of all sentient crea- 
tures, but with independent motion and energy. 
As such, I do not think it is beyond the grasp of 
reason to suggest that the physical manifesta- 
tions of the Empyrean reflect the ideas of 
intelligent mortals. 
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The goat-like beastmen that we recognise 
across the entirety of the Old World might be a 
random product of animal and human exposure 
to warpstone dust; or they might be our own 
folkloric imaginings and nightmares made 
flesh; or they might be the product of the Chaos 
Powers choosing a form for their servants that 
they knew would disturb and terrify mortal 
men most of all. It is impossible to say with any 
certainty. 


What is certain is that day after day, year after 
year, and century after century, every single 
thought, idea and emotion generated by 
humanity is sucked into the Empyrean. Then 
also day after day, year after year, and century 
after century, both pure and corrupted energies 
of the Empyrean leak down from the north, 


| bringing all those emotions and concepts back 
birth of Sigmar, when the earliest ancestors of 


with them. For numerous different reasons, this 
warping energy is drawn to some people and 
things more than others, and the changes 
wrought upon these people and things could 
perhaps be dictated by the beliefs, fears and 
paranoias of humanity. Once these newly 
warped nightmares are seen by the wider 
world, they serve only to confirm and promote 
the conscious and subconscious fears that 
spawned their mutations in the first place. I 
believe that this process creates a kind of self- 
fulfilling prophecy, whereby the more we 
humans see our fears made flesh, the more we 
come to expect the specific form we first saw 
them in, and so a cyclic pattern is born allowing 
beastmen to become a race and species in their 
own right. 


THE NUMBERS AND HABITATS OF 
BEASTMEN 


The beastmen of the Empire are not natural 
creatures of our world. They are mutants that 
seem to be created from men and animals by 
the warping power of Chaos, and they take 
many different forms. I myself have seen the 
bizarrely mixed quadrupeds that common folk- 
lore refers to as centigors, and even the 
verminous rat-men known to folklore as skaven 
are beastmen of a kind (although I am aware of 
far too many ‘scholars’ within this Empire 
who, in their arrogance and folly, refute that the 
skaven exist at all). 


The common beastmen that plague the lands 
of the Empire are creatures that stand upright 
on two legs, and posses two arms, a torso and a 


| head. However, their physical similarity to 


















mortal men ends there, for they are often much 
larger than humans, with heads resembling 
that of an overgrown goat, but with jaws that 
are lined with the fangs of a wolf. Their legs 
continue on an ungulate theme, being as they 
are jointed like the hindquarters of a ram and 
ending in cloven hooves. 


These Chaos beasts are dangerous indeed, for 
they are not only more heavily muscled than 
mortal men, but they also posses an intelligence 
close to that of our own, only tempered with the 
cunning of a wild predator and driven by a 
Chaos-born bitterness. These creatures are sav- 
age and brutal, caring little for other beings and 
apparently hating we humans above all others. 


Although their numbers can only be estimat- 
ed, there are those amongst the scholastic 
communities of the Old World who believe that 
these beastmen are the most numerous of all the 
mortal creatures of Chaos. I myself fear that 
beastmen, though dispersed, may outnumber 
we humans by two-to-one — but I cannot be 
sure of this. What I can be sure of is that for 
longer than anyone can remember, these Chaos 
beasts have posed a real and unavoidable threat 
to the people of our great nation — whether they 
be travellers on the great forest roads, or vil- 


lagers of the poorly defended provincial out- 
lands. All too often dire reports tell of homes or 
hamlets that have been raided in the night, 
their inhabitants slain, their buildings burned 
down, and their animals carried away into the 
night — and it is these Chaos beastmen who are 
responsible. 


Although they continue to grow in numbers 
throughout the dark forests and wastelands of 
the Old World, beastmen remain most numer- 
ous in the north, across the forbidding 
wildernesses of Norsca and Kislev. But even in 
the relatively safe lands of the south, in chival- 
rous Bretonnia and the bright lands of Tilea 
and Estalia, the largest and most ancient forests 
(some say even fey Loren) are known to har- 
bour large beastman camps. Even in these 
warm southern countries, the authorities live in 
fear that the scattered hordes of beastmen 
haunting their realms will one day band togeth- 
er and rise up to overwhelm them, as, indeed, 
they have attempted to do in centuries past. 


It appears there is no escaping these bestial 
footsoldiers of the Chaos Gods, and therefore 
the only option open to us is their complete 
eradication from our lands - just as in the dis- 
tant days of our Empire's founding. 


y as ur m 
" E ۳۲ = d i 
4 تھ وت‎ ۲ 
7 کل و‎ 1 E 
۱ A [T- i i "n 
$ = + ^ ds "n 
: = , a 1 
m لف‎ ۳ i = ۳ 
P Ve = جا‎ ۳ iF) 8 j 
و "= سے‎ 1 j 1 i 
- ہے‎ $ Hing: z j 3 | 
F 1 J 1 
P ya 1 
A Br: ; T ۳ 4 "m. 1 
"rum z 
二 "] 













BEASTMEN SOCIETY 


Beastmen are an entirely savage and warlike 
species, and their basic social unit reflects this. 
Every community of these creatures is in fact a 
fully active warband, or warherd, which is per- 
haps a more appropriate term. Warherds rarely 
seem to have a permanent base, but instead move 
through a series of temporary camps deep in the 
woods or in some hidden wilderness. Once a herd 
has hunted the surrounding forests and raided 
any settlements nearby, it tends to move on to 
another camp some distance away. In this way 
they are constantly on the move, sometimes clash- 
ing with other herds over a particularly fruitful 
territory. 


TYPES OF BEASTMEN 


As I have already mentioned, there are many dif- 
ferent types of creatures throughout the world 
that could be described as beastmen. As such, I 
am restricting this investigation to the common 
goat and bull-headed creatures that plague the 
Old World. 


I imagine that to the eyes of most humans unfor- 
tunate enough to have seen these creatures, most 
beastmen appear the same. This is not the case. In 
fact, beastman society (if one can call it that) is 
very precise, if not actually ordered, and I have 
observed several distinct levels of rank within 
beastmen herds. Their language is an indelicate 
and harsh affair, being as it is a corrupted blend of 
the Dark Tongue, a dialect of Reikspiel and vari- 
ous bestial grunts and bleats. The closest 
approximation I can give to the spelling names of 
these different ranks are: Ungor, Gor, and bestig- 
or (or Baqsen-Gor as they are sometimes called). 


UNGORS 


Ungors are the most common breed of beastmen, 
but they cannot be considered True-Gors as such. 


These creatures exist between two worlds, as they | 


are neither pure men nor pure Gor — hence Un- 
Gor, or indeed, Un-Men as they are sometimes 
known. Ungors are slightly more human in their 
appearance than Gors, although they are invari- 
ably covered with patchy hair and have the 
hindquarters of a goat, although not uniquely so. 
They are closer to the height and stature of 
humans than Gors, who are much larger. 


These mutants have tended to make up the 
main body of the beastmen herds I have seen, and 
are, in my opinion, the dross of the herd. They use 
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only the crudest of weapons, and they are cruel 
and petty, full of spite and hatred. In the Dark 
Tongue, Ungors are known as Bray. I can only 
assume that the name refers to the braying, whin- 
nying, and whooping cacophony that Ungors 
make when they band together to fight or feast. 


GORS 


Gor,* in the dialectal Dark Tongue of the Old 
World’s beastmen, means something similar to 
‘lord’ or ‘noble.’ This does not mean that all the 
creatures that refer to themselves as Gors are 
lords of their kind (at least, not in the sense that 
we of the Empire might understand it), rather, 
they are more important than lesser beastmen and 
worthy of respect and fear. 


Gors are larger, stronger and more intelligent 
than their lesser cousins, the Ungors, and treat all 
beings weaker than themselves with disdain and 
aggression. Gors also seem to take great pride in 
their curling horns, often polishing, painting or 
decorating them to enhance their natural lustre or 
shape. I have heard tell that Gors also sharpen 
their horns in anticipation of battle, and I believe 
some of these creatures even coat them with poi- 
son, or smear them with heavily decayed meat, to 
make them even more deadly. 


* Interestingly, the word “Gor” also means “beast” 
or “wild thing” in the dwarf language of Khazalid, 
although whether the dwarfs took the word from 
the Dark Tongue, or indeed vice versa, is a mys- 
tery lost to time. 


BESTIGORS 


I believe that bestigor is a rank distinction 
amongst the beastmen, rather than a subspecies 
like the Ungors. From what I can discern, the 
term bestigor means something like battle lord in 
Reikspiel. Bestigors are the elite warriors of any 
beastman warherd, hand picked by their beast- 
lord (or war-chief) as his personal guard. 


Being as they are the most powerful and best- 
equipped beastmen warriors, bestigors are second 
only in authority to the beastlord himself, and 
when the old beastlord dies it is usually his bestig- 
ors who fight for the honour of eating his heart, 
and thereby taking his place as chief. 


THE CASTE SYSTEM 


The divisions in beastman society do not just 
begin and end with rank, they also seem to have 
a very definite caste system. 














Although it might seem ludicrous to any who 
have witnessed the mindless savagery of the 
beastmen that they might have any concept of 
a class system, it is true nonetheless. For 
instance, Ungor is both a rank and a class, in 
that these creatures are considered by their 
monstrous peers to be the lowest of the low. 
But it seems that any beastman that has curl- 
ing or straight horns, the head of a goat and 


goat legs is a Caprigor. Caprigor can be seen as | 


the title that defines the caste of the beastman. 
Beastmen with these specific mutations but no 
others are known amongst their peers as the 
True Gors. 


One might view the difference between 
Ungor and Caprigor as the same as that which 
exists between slaves and citizens in our own 
society. A slave is considered the lowest of the 
low, with no rights beyond those that his mas- 
ter grants. A citizen, on the other hand, is a 
free person in the Empire, and therefore pro- 
tected (at least nominally) by the law. Slaves 
are all of the same social standing — there is no 
higher or lower rank of slave — whereas citi- 
zens can vary in social standing from peasant 
farmer to nobleman, and everything in 
between. 


Only True-Gors are strong enough and 
respected enough to rise through the beastman 
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ranks. So an Ungor will almost always remain 
just as it is, whereas a Gor, being by definition 
a Caprigor, or True Gor, enjoys a higher stand- 
ing in the beastmen herds and can, in theory at 
least, fight its way up to being a bestigor, or 
even beastlord. 


TURNSKINS 


Turnskin is the name given to beastmen who 
were born human but became warped into a 
new form as they grew older. These men and 
women are distinct from the mighty champi- 
ons of the Chaos Gods, in that they are not 
warped by Chaos in recognition of some great 
or terrible deed, rather their mutations were 
brought about by over-exposure to raw magi- 
cal energy or warpstone. 


Unfortunately, throughout the lands of the 
Empire and northwards, it is not uncommon 
for perfectly sound human parents to produce 
a mutant child. People who are born with any 
mutations are rarely tolerated in their own 
communities, and most of them are killed the 
moment their mutations manifest, or are driv- 
en from their homes to die lonely deaths. Yet 
the toughest, luckiest and most cunning some- 
times manage to survive this rejection and 
come to join up with bands of beastmen. 
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This can be a mixed blessing. Some herds of 
beastmen welcome such human mutants, 
believing them to be the chosen of the gods. 
Other bands seem to regard these Turnskins as 
creatures of even less worth than an Ungor, 
and, although they do not always kill the 
mutant human, neither do they welcome him 
with open arms. 





THE SUCCESSION OF A WARBAND 


Beastman warherds lose their leader for one of 
several reasons: through his death in battle; 


Chaos spawn; or because (much more rarely) he 
has been blessed with daemonancy and has 
ascended to the Empyrean. 


If their leader has been slain or has ascended 
to daemonancy, a beastman herd will mark the 
۰ passing of their chieftain with raucous feasting 
and dancing. If their leader was particularly 
infamous, it is not unknown for several 
warherds to gather together to mourn his pass- 
ing or celebrate his ascension. Such is the 
barbarity of these creatures that the dead chief- 
tain’s loyal followers will often eat his body 
during the feast, his oldest and most favoured 
warriors consuming the most tender and choic- 
est cuts. If the chieftain is to be succeeded by 
one of his followers, the new leader is said to 
consume the old war-chief’s heart. Beastmen 
believe that a warrior's essence lies in his heart, 
and by eating that part of the old chieftain, 
some of his wisdom and power passes into his 
successor. They believe that by devouring their 
old leader in this way they will inherit some of 
his character as well as his most distinctive 
physical mutations. Perhaps this is true, for it is 
certainly the case amongst the oldest estab- 
lished warbands that its members share many 
common traits and attributes. 
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This Champions’ Feast appears to be one of 
the few recognisable traditions amongst all 
beastmen and, if a chieftain’s body is destroyed, 
lost, or otherwise unfit for consumption, the 
herd will often consider this a very bad omen 
for the future. For this reason, it is my recom- 
mendation to all magisters who are loyal to 
humanity to endeavour to destroy a warherd’s 
chieftain utterly if ever faced with him in bat- 
tle. Because, whether the beastmen 
superstitions are correct or not, the impact of 
denying these foul creatures of Chaos their suc- 
cession ceremony cannot be ignored. What 
- harms them, benefits us. 


ae 


The Beasts of Chaos. 


| THE BRAYHERD 
| slabs of granite and basalt, erected by the beast- 


because he has been reduced to a mindless | 


| clearing I saw a ring of jagged boulders sur- 


| fell silent to listen. It was clear to me that these 
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A brayherd is the name given to a great meeting 
of beastman warherds. They gather in hidden 
valleys, deep woods, or secret caves, always 
well away from the prying eyes of humanity. A 
brayherd site can be recognised by the presence 
of a huge stone slab, or herdstone, which is sur- 
rounded by the charred remains of burnt 
offerings and piles of rusting weapons and tro- 
phies. Some of these herdstones are natural 
outcrops of rock, but I have seen others, rough 


men themselves in a similar (though more 
primitive) way to the standing stones that can 
be found dotted across the misty isle of Albion. 


By taking the form of a raven, I was once able 
to witness a beastman chieftain as he convened 
a brayherd. I followed him for over a week as 
he led his herd deep into the Drakwald forest. 
Eventually we came to a wide clearing, cutting 
a near-perfect circle through the forest for per- 
haps a dozen acres. At the centre of this mossy 


rounding a massive, fire blackened menhir — his 
herdstone. Within moments of arriving, the 
warchief, and a creature I took to be his 
shaman advisor, set about lighting a large bon- 
fire at the base of the herdstone, onto which 
they threw copious amounts of herbs and com- 
pounds that, when burnt, gave off a thick 
smoke of greenish hue. 
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sycamore keeping a den from i سے بے‎ 
chieftains’ shamans, I followed the یس‎ i 
events somewhat we سس‎ that the 
chieftain who had called the brayherd star 
by explaining why he had done so, almost cer- 
tainly because he planned to fight somebody, 
whether it was we, the hated humans, or some 
other foe I could not say. The other chieftains 
listened carefully to his bleats and brays, and 
seemed to debate amongst themselves whether 
or not to join the venture. Whenever any of the 
shaman assembled there spoke, every chieftain 


shamans’ Chaos-spawned wisdom gave them 
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great authority amongst the warherds, and no 
action would be contemplated without their 
advice, and perhaps consent. 


While the chieftains sat in council, the assem- 
bled herds enjoyed a raucous festival of feasting, 
wild dance, and physical contests. Although fights 
did break out, the chieftains seemed to be able to 
contain them for the most part. In fact, I believe 
that it must be forbidden to spill blood during a 
brayherd, and even the deadliest of rivals seemed 
to respect this policy. 


Having said this, while I watched, a violent 
altercation erupted between two of the chieftains 
at the brayherd, but within minutes they had 
been driven away from the clearing and their 
names were scratched from the herdstone. 
However, it appears that the offending chieftains 
were permitted to settle their differences with vio- 
lence, just so long as it was done some way away 
from the herdstone, and once their differences had 
been resolved (one of them having killed the 
other), the surviving chieftain was allowed to 
rejoin the brayherd council without further com- 
ment. 


After many hours of negotiations, a battle plan 
had obviously been agreed upon, and so began a 
ceremonial fight that I assumed would decide 
which chieftain would lead the gathered horde. 
The warherds formed a ring around the herd- 
stone with the contending chieftains placed at 
even intervals around its inside perimeter. Each 
of the combatants was unarmed and had his 
hands tied behind his back, and it became clear 
that this battle would be decided by a ritual horn- 
locking contest of strength. During this barbaric 
contest, no other beastmen entered the ring, but it 
did appear to be acceptable for the spectators to 
strike out with fists or blunt weapons at any com- 
batant that strayed too close. In fact, the 
combatants strove to push each other to the 
perimeter of the ring where they ran the risk of 
disappearing under a rain of blows. 


The victor of this conflict was declared the 
ghurgor, or beastlord, of the horde. Although I 
could not follow them to whatever rampage they 
had planned, I do know that once their expedition 


as over, this alliance broke up quite rapidly, an ۱ ۱ ۱ 
em ENS picis; d | beastmen gain their confidence in themselves 


| and the rightness of their actions. Their shaman 


the normal feuding resumed. 


THE CHAOS POWERS 


Beastmen are entirely creatures of Chaos and as 
such they revere the four Great Powers, either 
individually or as a pantheon. Just in what light 








the Gods of Chaos regard beastmen in is uncer- 
tain. There are some who say that the Chaos 
Powers look upon beastmen with special favour, 
being as they are the true mortal children of 
Chaos. But others theorise that as all beastmen 
are born straight into the embrace of the Dark 
Gods, they are esteemed less by the Chaos Powers 
than their human converts. For where the latter 
make a choice to turn to Chaos of their own voli- 
tion, the former are born into it and have no 
choice in the matter. 



















































Whatever the case, a herd that follows one of the 
Chaos Powers will inevitably acquire whatever 
mutations and powers their patron deity deems 
appropriate. As the chieftain and his warherd are 
granted fresh rewards by their patron, they are 
mutated gradually into forms more pleasing to the 
Chaos God in question — just as human cultists 
and champions are. 





THE BRAY-SHAMAN 


Bray-shaman are the opposite number of the 
magisters and priests of our Empire, and as 

such they are perhaps the most dangerous of all 
beastmen. Although all beastmen are born de& 

icated to the Gods of Chaos, those beastmen 

that become shaman are chosen by rk کک‎ 
Gods as special intermediaries between them- 


selves and the mortal plane. As an example of 
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actually claim to see the faces of the gods and 
receive instructions straight from them, and this 
seems to instil in them the total confidence that 
they are not only the Children of Chaos (as their 
physical mutations imply), but that they are also 
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an integral part of the Chaos Gods' plans. As a 
result, though beastmen are savage and crude in 
their ways, they seem to understand much more 
about the nature and ways of Chaos than most 
humans. 


From what I have seen, no beastman of any 
rank or class will harm a shaman, even if he is 
from a rival herd. Their superstition seems to be 
that if a shaman is slain, the wrath of Chaos will 
descend upon the killer, and this seems to be one 
of the few things that even the brutish beastmen 
genuinely fear. In a more pragmatic sense, caution 
in the face of a shaman is probably a very wise 
course of action, for, unlike the vast majority of 
priests and magisters of humanity, beastman 
shamans have no care or respect for anyone other 
than their own kind and are likely to use their 
hell-spawned powers to destroy anyone who chal- 
lenges their wisdom. 


Although there is no uniform mode of dress 
amongst their kind, bray-shaman invariably seem 
to carry a staff or banner decorated with scalps 
and bones, and they often wear tattered robes or 
decorated hoods made from the skins of defeated 
enemies. The sole indisputable mark of the 
shaman is that his eyes are always different 
colours. Often one eye is red and one blue, or one 
yellow and the other green. The actual colours 
are supposed to signify the favour in which 
the shaman is held by a particular Chaos 
Power: blue or yellow for Tzeentch, 
green or brown for Nurgle, pink or 
purple for Slaanesh, and bright 
red for the warrior-shaman of 
Khorne. It is not unknown for 
the shaman sometimes to 
repeat the colours of their 
eyes in their robes, or they 
might paint their horns so 
that they too proclaim the 
favour of the Chaos 
Powers. 


CENTIGORS 


Not to be confused with the 
slightly more benevolent 
Centaurs of myth, 
Centigors are a different 
tvpe of beastman that 
inhabit the tundra just north 

of Kislev, where the trees of 
the Taiga reluctantly yield to 
the sparse grasslands that are 
the borders of the Troll 





| be found across the entirety of the north-eastern 


steppes, in the cold lands of the Kurgan, 
although I admit that I have never travelled 
that far to confirm such claims. 


The closest translation of Centi-Gor would be 
something like horse-lord, which in itself shines 
some light onto the nature of these Chaos- 
mutants. For where the common beastman of 
the Old World is a mutated cross between man, 
goat and wolf, Centigors seem to be a cross 
between horses, wolves and more standard 
beastmen. It seems that in ages past, the warp- 
ing energy seeping down from the Chaos 
Wastes merged men (or perhaps a creature 
somewhere between man and ogre), giant 
hounds, wild goats and the famous ponies of the 
eastern steppes, giving these Centigors the 
mane, hindquarters and forelegs of horses, the 
feet and claws of wolves, the torsos and arms of 
men, and heads that seem to be a mutation of 
man, goat and wolf. This unholy blend has 
granted the Centigors great speed and stamina, 
and also strong arms with which to wield tools 
and weaponry. 


But it would seem that 

this is not an entirely 

happy marriage of 

humanoid and beast, for 

although thev are 
physically 

















































































powerful creatures, Centigors do not appear to 
be particularly dextrous or agile, and they have 
never attained much by way of civilisation. 
Skills that require a large degree of dexterity or 
manual cunning seem to be beyond them. They 
appear to be able to grip tightly and swing their 
arms in a reasonably controlled fashion, but lit- 
tle else. As such they are unable to make 


complicated weapons or devices, and are forced 
to rely upon other races to provide these things. 
Perhaps as a result of this state of affairs, 
Centigors are an exceedingly bitter and spiteful 
race of creatures, and they openly admit to a 
deep jealousy of creatures whose minds and 
bodies are better matched. 


Perhaps unsurprisingly, considering their 
physical attributes, Centigors are nomadic 
creatures, without settlements or habitations of 
any kind. Centigor herds rely upon raiding and 
hunting to provide their basic needs, and in this 
sense they are similar to most other beastmen. 
Not only are Centigors handicapped by their 
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brutal bodies, but they are also driven by ani- 


| mal appetites over which their thinking minds 


have little control. Frustrated by their own lim- 
itations, Centigors tend to suffer from a craving 
for alcohol. Its intoxicating effects drive them 
wild with an animal excitement that can only 
be quelled by deeds of the most violent kind. 
Only when their energies are completely spent 
do they seem to be able to lapse into a drunken 
slumber, sprawling awkwardly on the ground, 
totally oblivious to the world. 

When sober, Centigors seem to be able to 


speak a purer form of the Dark Tongue than 
other beastmen, although their thick tongues 


| and large teeth seem somewhat unsuited to the 


articulation of coherent syllables, and this 
coarsens their speech. 


CENTIGORS AND BEASTMEN 


Although Centigors have always had dealings 
with the ungulate beastmen of the Old World, 
the two races could hardly be described as on 
friendly terms. When Centigors want to trade 
or cooperate in a raid or some other venture, 
they generally wait for the beastmen to hold a 
brayherd so they can make contact. 


Unlike beastmen chieftains, Centigor stallions 
seem to posses no regard whatsoever for the 
traditions of the brayherd. They stomp and 
push their way towards the herdstone and 
scream their names out to proclaim their pres- 
ence. Perhaps because their thick-fingered 
hands prevent them from being able to write 
their names on the herdstone, or perhaps 
because these creatures are bitter beyond even 
their smaller beastmen cousins, Centigors 
sometimes defecate over the braystone by way 
of making their mark. 


Perhaps fortunately for the Centigors, the 
beastmen chieftains seem to pay little attention 
to the posturing of these stallions. They appear 
to know that once the Centigors have made 
their show of vulgar bravado, their pride will 
have been sufficiently honoured and they will 
be content to follow the leadership of the beast- 
man chieftains. Centigor cooperation is 
inevitable because they need the more dextrous 
beastmen to repair their weapons and trade 
their plunder for intoxicating beverages. 


I have seen a herd of Centigors guzzle hun- 
dreds of litres of strong drink before a battle. It 
is possible that, as some unusual side-effect on 
their mutant metabolism, the copious amounts 
of alcohol drive them to extremes of violence 
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and cruelty, although after the battle the sur- 
viving Centigors collapse into a drunken 
slumber from which they do not wake for a full 


day. 


MINOTAURS 


Minotaurs are by far the largest 
of the bipedal beastmen 
that can be found in 
the Old World. 
Sometimes referred 
to as Bovi-Gors, or Bull 
۱ Lords, these creatures combine 
the massive stature of an ogre 
with the head, horns and lower 
hind legs of a gigantic bull. 
They are perhaps less intelli- 
gent than other beastmen, and 
certainly less intelligent than we 
1 humans, but they more than 
make up for this with their 
uncanny strength and the special 
awe in which all other beastmen 
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seem to hold them. 


7 Minotaurs live in dark and terri- 

1 ble places, seeped with the magic of 

- Chaos, be they in the thickest and 

F most secluded parts of the Old World's 
5 forests, or else deep within labyrinthine caves 
2 or hidden valleys where all but the very 


bravest beastmen are afeared to go. 


Although they certainly have the ability to 
talk (I have heard as much for myself), it 
appears that Minotaurs do so only rarely. When 
they do have occasion to speak, it is in a Dark 

۲ Tongue with deep, lowing voices. Amongst 
themselves, Minotaurs seem to have an uncan- 
ny way of understanding each other’s gestures 

| and expressions, making speech largely unnec- 
essary. In the heat of battle, however, I have 
heard these monstrous servants of Chaos bel- 
low and roar like the fighting bulls of Estalia. 


Beastmen know their Minotaur cousins as the 
Guardians of the Chaos Heart — by which they 
mean the most holy shrines of Chaos. 
Minotaurs have an innate knowledge of the 
secret locations of the most sacred Chaos 
shrines and herdstones that are hidden in the 
least accessible parts of the forests and moun- 


have ever visited these secret places, and once, 
when I myself tried to approach one such shrine 
while in the guise of a fox, I was almost 
physically repelled by the conscious malevo- 
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tains. Few creatures other than the Minotaurs | 
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raw stuff of Chaos in the physical form of a 
light-absorbing rock that smoulders with dan- 




































E - 
P 


gerous magical energies. This chunk of warp- 
stone is an immensely potent source of magical 
energy and acts as a focal point for Chaos. 


These Chaos shrines play a role of para- 
mount importance in Minotaur society. A 
Minotaur may only become a custodian of such 
a shrine by embracing and lifting the warp- 
stone housed there. This truly is a test of faith 
and courage, for if the Minotaur fails the test, 
uncontrollable mutations rip through his body 


and his flesh melts into new and horrible | 


shapes. However, if the Minotaur proves 
acceptable to the Chaos Power to which the 
shrine is dedicated, then he is accepted as the 
guardian of the shrine, and is effectively a 
champion of Chaos. A Mark of Chaos is given 
to him, as contact with the warpstone brands 
the glowing black rune of his Patron into his 
skin. The Chaos Gods and their daemonic 
minions can communicate with their new ser- 
vant through the stone whenever the Minotaur 
touches it. 


Once the Minotaur has been accepted, he is 
expected to protect the Chaos shrine. Treasures 
and weapons captured in battle are brought to 
the shrine and displayed inside as a testament 
to the Minotaur’s loyalty and achievements. It 
seems that so long as the chosen Minotaur lives 
and protects the shrine, he will be its only 
champion — the warpstone only glows dully 
and will not confer a Chaos Mark to another 
would-be champion. 


THE BLOOD GREED 


Although normally quiet and ponderous in 
their movements, battle seems to have a 
strange and exhilarating effect upon 
Minotaurs. This takes the form of their blood 
greed, and it is Chaos’s blessing upon the 
whole Minotaur species. The scent of blood 
drives them absolutely insane with violence, 
and they bellow their fury for all to hear, rip- 
ping and tearing their hapless victims, and 
slaking their unholy thirst by gulping down 
great hunks of bloody meat. 


There can be no doubt that Minotaurs are an 
abomination to all that is natural and good. I 
will never tire of hunting these creatures down, 
and sending their bestial souls screaming into 
the Empyrean. 


HARPIES 
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Harpies are loathsome creatures of Chaos, 
winged beasts with torsos and heads resem- 
bling a female humanoid, but with wings and 
legs like that of a giant bird of prey. They are 
found most commonly in the caves of the 
Northern Wastes and the chill lands of 
Naggaroth, but I have also seen flocks of them 
haunting the woods around certain herdstones 
of particular significance to creatures of 
Chaos. 


When beastmen gather for war, harpies 
sometimes follow them, perhaps eager to feast 
on the dead and the dying. Indeed, I have seen 
beastmen feed harpies with carcasses of the 
slain to attract them to join their warherds. 
Harpies are truly Chaotic creatures, psycho- 
pathic and dangerous, without any order 
amongst themselves save the rule of the 
strongest. 


The people the Old World believe, quite rea- 
sonably, that catching sight of a harpy 15 an ill 
omen, for where harpies fly they are far too 
often followed by the hordes of Chaos. 


DRAGON OGRES 


When forks of lightning sunder the night sky 
and the roar of thunder sends children running 
to their parents in terror, the people of the 
north say that the dragon ogres are fighting 
each other on the peaks of the Worlds Edge 
Mountains. A traveller huddled in a cave to 
shelter from mountain storms might see the 
battling Sharunocks, as the oldest dragon 
ogres are called, silhouetted against the night 
sky by lightning-flashes. 


Some scholars believe that dragon ogres are 
amongst the most ancient of all the world’s liv- 
ing creatures. They are said to be the kin of 
dragons, beasts of immense antiquity that 
inhabited the world before the collapse of the 
Chaos gateways and the coming of the gods. 
Aeons ago, their race made a sinister pact with 
the forces of Chaos, embracing damnation 
rather than accepting a slow decline into 
extinction. At least such are the legends, culled 
from the records of the ancients of far off 
Ulthuan and the steaming jungles of Lustria. 


It is said that dragon ogres live practically 
forever, unless they die in battle. The reason so 
few of these creatures are seen abroad is 
because they spend most of their lives asleep, 
and, like dragons, the older and bigger a drag- 
on ogre gets, the longer he sleeps. Beneath the 











































































































mountain peaks of the north there may be 
creatures that have not stirred for hundreds or 
even thousands of years. 


On cold winter nights, when violent storms 
assail the mountains of the northern Old 
World, the sleeping dragon ogres stir as their 
dreaming minds hear echoed in the thunder 
the roar of the Chaos Gods calling them to 
task. For such is the pact the dragon ogres 
made, placing themselves in eternal bondage 
to Chaos in return for their long years of life. 
The louder the thunder, the more dragon ogres 
awake, but only a storm of truly titanic pro- 
portions could awaken the oldest and most 
powerful of them. 


As lightning bolts pour from the skies, the 
dragon ogres make for the highest mountain 
peaks where they bathe in the storm, renewing 
themselves to full potency by absorbing the 
power of the lightning bolts. If many creatures 
are awakened, they will fight to decide which 
of them shall ascend to the highest peaks to 
receive the lightning blasts that will extend 
their lives for another century or so. 


The dragon ogres look to a time when the 
world shall be consumed by Chaos, for only 
then will their compact with the daemon-gods 
and their eternal bondage end. Amid the light- 


ning and thunder of the apocalypse they | 


believe that their entire race will wake once 
again — even their dead — and the sire of all 
dragon ogres, Krakanrok the Black, will 
emerge from his ten thousand year slumber to 
lead his people to their final rest. 


BEASTMEN AND THE HUMAN 
SERVANTS OF CHAOS 


In their boundless folly, it is not unheard of for 
various proscribed cults within human society 
to have dealings with beastmen. With the 
information a cultist provides, beastmen can, 
for instance, wait in ambush for imperial mes- 
sengers and important convoys. In the past, 
foolish cultists have been implicated in open- 
ing city gates and sewer ways to allow 
marauding beastmen access. 


Contact between the human servants of 
Chaos and beastmen can be made by any man 
or woman brave enough to follow the signal 
fires of the brayherd. If Chaos has touched the 
human, in the form of either a mutation or the 
mark of one of the daemon-gods, the beastmen 
will recognise him as a follower of Chaos. If 
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the cultist manages to convince the assembled 
chieftains and bray-shaman that he has some- 
thing valuable to offer, they may agree to plot 
and plan their nefarious schemes with the 
human. 


BEASTMEN AND THE HUMAN 
CHAMPIONS OF CHAOS 


Beastmen live in roaming bands dominated by 
their own warlords — who are in themselves a 
kind of Chaos champion. Small groups will 
often ally themselves with human or other 
champions of Chaos, joining their warbands 
and fighting their battles. I believe this is 
because beastmen have a natural empathy 
with Chaos - in quite a literal sense they are 
the Children of Chaos. This empathy over- 
comes any natural antipathy beastmen may 
usually have for humans, so that they willingly 
serve all manner of Chaos champions whatev- 
er sort of creatures they are. 


Beastmen do not always live at peace with 
the human champions and warbands who 
roam the dark woods and wastes - life in the 
service of the fickle gods of Chaos is nothing if 
not risky. Chaos warbands of all kinds keep a 
careful lookout for the progress of others. They 
know which champions are in the local area, 
and their deeds will be common knowledge 
amongst all the Chaos servants thereabout. 
Indeed, beastmen from herds that have broken 
up seem only too willing to enter the service of 
a human champion if he has a good reputation 


| or promising future. The two kinds of champi- 


on, beastman and human, serve a common 
end, and will often gather together to fight side 
by side at the behest of the Chaos Gods. 


The brayherds provide ample opportunity 
for human champions to present themselves to 
beastmen warherds, perhaps to exchange 
information or arrange cooperative attacks. 
Having said this, beastmen do not seem to 
regard the truce of the brayherd as applying 
necessarily to humans, so a human champion 
must choose his moment (and his words) very 
carefully. 


I tire of writing now. I hope this essay proves 
of some use. 
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BEING A DISTURBING ACCOUNT OF THE TERRIBLE CARNAGE AND 


DESTRUCTION LEFT BY THE WAR-MONGERING BEASTMAN CHIEFTAIN 
GORTHOR, AND THE LESSONS THAT SHOULD BE LEARNT. 


have gathered the scattered warherds 
together, Gorthor, called the Cruel, was the 
most dangerous. For Gorthor had something 
that previous Beastlords seemed to lack: he 
had vision and an unshakeable faith in the 
Chaos Gods. 


There have been other chieftains who man- 
aged to bind together the beastman tribes that 
are scattered throughout the forests and 
mountains of the Old World. But these 
throngs have always broken apart, wracked 
by petty internal struggles, only to be hunted 
down and destroyed by the good men of the 
Empire or the chivalrous knights of 
Bretonnia. None have been as successful as 
Gorthor. 


























Gorthor was both a bray-shaman and a 
mighty warlord, combining in himself the two 
most powerful and respected roles within 
beastman society. Both cunning and ruthless, 
Gorthor rose to power in the Middle 
Mountains during the time of the crusades 
against Araby. He preached at all the bray- 
herds, telling the assembled beasts and 
mutants that the civilisations of humanity 
deeply offended the Chaos Powers. By shat- 

ax cities Gorthor claimed that 


terin the Ian 
7 “hE and his followers could gain the highest 
| ty a teu the eyes of their gods. 



















































Unlike other beastlords, Gorthor did not 
confine himself to one area, but instead trav- 
elled from herdstone to herdstone, gathering 
ever more beastmen to his banner. Not one of 
the warherds he addressed turned from him, 
and each vowed before their herdstones to fol- 
low him to the death. Soon he commanded an 
army of thousands, 


For many months they prepared, building 
crude chariots, luring flocks of harpies with 
corpses so that they would follow his hordes, 
and gathering the warped Chaos hounds that 
roamed the Middle Mountains. Finally 
Gorthor decided that his army was ready. 


Like a summer storm, the Children of Chaos 
descended upon the unsuspecting humans of 
Ostland and Hochland. They did not just 
come to plunder and pillage a few outlying vil- 
lages as they had done in years past, this time 
they had come to shatter the northern 
provinces once and for all. 


Gorthor left a trail of devastation behind 
him, and such was the terror inspired by his 
coming that men claimed that no grass would 
grow where he had stamped his hooves. 
Where human armies sometimes spared the 
lives of civilians and left the villages and 
towns intact, understanding their own need 
for food and shelter, Gorthor did not. All peo- 
ple - men, women and children - were 
butchered without mercy. The crops in the 
fields were trampled and ruined by the snort- 
ing Tuskgors. Whole towns were razed to the 
ground, and unholy feasts were held amongst 
their ashes where beastmen feasted upon the 
flesh of men. After each battle the mighty 
beastlord always spared a single man who was 
fated to carry the news to others and spread 
panic in the face of the oncoming horde. It 
seemed to all that Gorthor was determined to 
finish mankind, once and for all. 


On route into the Empire, Gorthor was con- 
fronted by an army of forest goblins who at 
ime had grown powerful in the area 
round the Middle Mountains. The goblins 


wished to join Gorthor’s horde in the hope of 


aring in the rich spoils of their war. But 


Gorthor announced that in the Realm of 
Chaos there would be no room for weaklings, 
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and apostates — as the goblins undoubtedly 
were — and so only the true servants of Chaos 
would be permitted to join his army. He com- 
manded his horde to eradicate the astounded 
greenskins, which they did. It seemed that 
nothing could stop Gorthor. 


Gorthor’s battle with the goblins gave the 


people of the Empire a brief respite in which | 


they could gather their strength. The Elector 
Count of Ostland sent an allied force to join 
with the defenders of Hochland, in the hope 
that their combined armies would be enough 
to vanquish their foe. But Gorthor was 
already ahead of their plans, and the Ostland 
force was ambushed and defeated by a band of 
beastmen who guarded the roads from the 
east. 


Gorthor’s horde had regrouped from its bat- 
tle with the goblins, and had turned to the 
south, cutting a path of devastation through 
the farmsteads and towns of Hochland. It was 
clear that their destination was the capital of 
Hochland itself, the city of Hergig. 


Hochland had never been an especially pow- 
erful province and, while it had a long and 
honourable military tradition, Hochland 
lacked the manpower of the major electoral 
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provinces such as the Middenland or the 
Reikland. In addition to this, Hochland was 
not as rich as the provinces of the south, so its 
army was not as well equipped and did not 
contain as many mercenary regiments as the 
forces of other provinces. To make matters 
worse, most of the knights of Hochland were 
off fighting their holy war in the distant lands 
of Araby. 


Elector Count Mikael Ludenhof marshalled 
his forces as best he could. He was a ruthless 
man by all accounts — a noble who governed 
his province with an iron fist and was respect- 
ed and feared by his men, rather than admired 
or loved. Because he lacked heavy cavalry and 
elite infantry, Mikael decided not to try and 
match Gorthor’s horde in the open field of bat- 
tle. He ignored his subjects from the 
hinterlands who implored him to save the 
countryside from the ravages of the beastmen, 
and instead busied himself with strengthening 
the defences of Hergig. 


Mikael's forces were heavily outnumbered, 
but he had a strong force of hunters armed 
with longbows who were well versed in the lay 
of the land around the capital. His standing 
forces — twelve regiments of halberdiers — 
were always in readiness, and he could raise a 
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considerable number of town militia. He man- | cuting hit and run attacks against smaller 
aged to hire several regiments of ogres as | warherds that had strayed from the main 
mercenaries, and every horse in the province | horde. The other half were to begin preparing 
was confiscated and put to use by the army. the defences of Hergig. Mikael supervised the 
preparations personally, and under his icy 
gaze the men and women of Hochland slaved 
with little sleep or food. Many died of exhaus- 
tion and were branded traitors. 


Mikael also had under his command a regi- 
ment of Sigmarite Templars who formed his 
personal guard, and who he had prevented 
from joining the crusade, much to their annoy- 
ance. Now it seemed they would have their The count had the hunting grounds around 
chance of winning glory by battling against | Hergig filled with cunning traps and snares. 
impossible odds. Wells were poisoned and animals brought into 
the city, those that could not be sheltered were 
butchered and salted and kept as rations. 
Nothing was to be left beyond the walls that 





Mikael divided his troops into two contin- 
1 gents. The first group - mostly cavalry of 
; various types — 


were to slow | the beastmen could use for food. The forests 
down the around Hergig were slashed and burned for 
approach- hundreds of acres to create a killing ground 
ing for Ludenhof’s archers. Iron cooking pots, 


ploughshares and the bells of shrines were 
melted down and used to make weapons. The 
Count’s outriders captured passing bands of 
merchants and traders and pressed them into 
service. These included a group of trav- 
elling dwarf sappers who were put to 
work in the count’s forges. To this day it 
is said that the Great Book of Grudges 
held at Karaz-a-Karak contains a long 
chapter against Mikael Ludenhof. 


Mikael divided the defenders 
according to their physical fitness 
and age, giving the best weapons 
and armour to the young and 
strong, and leaving the older men 
h with nothing but spears and 
"H wooden shields. When con- 
50 fronted as to how the older men 

1 and women were expected to 

fight with such makeshift 
weapons, Mikael is said to have 
answered that he did not expect the old 
ones to fight — he expected them to slow 
the enemy down by dying in sufficient 
numbers. 
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By the time the horde arrived, all the 
preparations had been finished. It took 
the beastmen three weeks of unremit- 

ting fighting to break through the 
ingenious defences the Count had pre- 
pared. Meanwhile, the workshops and 
forges of Hergig burned red hot as the 
smiths and engineers laboured to make 
even more war engines and weapons. 
















































- = dr, > سہ‎ . 
- سے‎ {pe La - 
۹ ۹ N 


pr WI کہ‎ 


Frustrated with the stubborn resistance of the 
humans, Gorthor promised his troops that they 
would be allowed to plunder the city as soon as 
it was taken. He would ask for nothing himself, 
save the head of Count Ludenhof. The beast- 
men doubled their efforts, and so it was that on 
a terrible night, twenty-two days after the siege 
had begun, the gates of Hergig splintered final- 
ly against the giant battering rams of Gorthor's 
horde. Savage beastmen threw themselves 
against hastily erected barricades. Mikael had 
made the children fetch food and water for the 
men who manned the barricades. In this way 


he made sure that the sons and daughters of the | 


militia were within sight of their fathers, to 
make any thoughts of abandoning their duties 
impossible. Mikael had also banned his archers 
from carrying quivers, but instead they had to 
drive their arrows into the ground so that they 
would not give an inch of ground to the 
hordes of Gorthor. 
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In the streets, the men of Hochland struggled 
against the gigantic beastmen — an unequal 
battle at the best of times. The count’s hunting 
dogs attacked the Chaos hounds, only to be 
torn apart by these unnatural beasts. Mikael 
Ludenhof unleashed his hunting birds against 
the Harpies, and the air became full of the ter- 
rifying shrieks and cries as the noble hawks, 
eagles and falcons struggled with their hideous 
foes. While most of the hunting birds died, 
they undoubtedly saved Hergig from being 
harried by air as well as by land. Almost a 
quarter of the defenders had already died, 
either in battle or by starvation, and yet still 
they fought on. 


The greatswords of Hochland hamstrung 
giant Minotaurs with their double-handed 
blades, only to have their skulls crushed in 

turn by the gigantic axes 
of those  bull-headed 
monsters. Spearmen 
« stood up to the charges of 
, the beastman chariots 

- unflinchingly, dying in 

droves, but stopping their 
enemy from breaking through. 

The war engines of Hochland 
mowed down entire ranks of 

beastmen, before they were 

overrun and their unarmed 
crews butchered. Hochland 
hunters shot at beastmen 
from hidden windows, picking 
out the bray-shamans, and 

priests of Ulric and Sigmar com- 

peted with each other for the 
greatest headcount of beastmen 
dead. 


For three days and nights the battle 

raged on, with no quarter being asked or 
given. But there could be only one outcome. 
The beastmen finally drove most of the 






























defenders out of the city. They were victori- 


ous, but their casualties were horrendous. At 

least half of the horde was either dead or seri- 

ously wounded. Most of their chariots had 
been crushed by stones thrown from the walls 
or broken in the savage street battles. 


With only a handful of troops left, 

Mikael withdrew back to his palace, and 
ordered the archers on his walls to loose 
flaming arrows upon the enemy, and soon 
most of the once great city of Hergig was 


ablaze. Hundreds of beastmen, along with 
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many citizens hiding in cellars and attics were 
roasted alive. Mikael did not care — he consid- 
ered those who could not fight as less than 
useless, and so the city burned. 


When the possibility of surrender was suggest- 
ed to Mikael by one of his advisors, the count 
flew into a terrifying rage. He sent the poor man 
to Gorthor, saying that he was more a beastman 
than a true son of Hochland. Gorthor offered 
the man freedom if he would betray the secrets 
of his master’s palace, but the advisor, still loyal 
to his liege lord, refused. He was eaten alive by 
Gorthor’s hounds. 


The defenders of the palace knew their time 
was almost up and they began to prepare for the 
final battle. After several days’ preparation, 
Gorthor's horde, still thousands strong, was in a 
position to attack the gates of the count's palace. 
Then, as the sun rose, the battle took on a new 


dramatic turn. The earth suddenly began to | 


shake under the heavy hooves of warhorses. 
Knights of the newly founded Order of the 
Blazing Sun galloped through the streets of 
Hergig. They had returned from Araby nearly 
two months before and, upon hearing of the 
beastman army threatening the hinterland of 
the Empire, they had immediately ridden to the 
aid of Hochland. 


The crusader army had destroyed the beast- 
man camps around Hergig and now drove into 
the rear of the invading army. These men were 
veterans of the wars of Araby and, led by their 
Grand Master Heinrich, they crushed warband 
after warband. In an attempt to meet this new 
threat, Gorthor ordered his own retinues to turn 
and face the newcomers. Seizing his chance, 
Mikael sallied forth and led his own templars 
into battle. Attacked from both front and rear, 
the beastmen began to falter. Gorthor realised 
that his cause was doomed unless he did some- 
thing quickly. 


Guarded by his bestigor honour guard, the 
beastlord cut a red swathe through the battle- 
field until he spotted the elector count. Gorthor 
stepped forward and challenged him to single 
combat. Despite the advice of his captains, the 
count accepted. 


For an hour the two struggled, and it seemed 


that Mikael would lose, faced as he was by the | 


fury of such a gigantic beastman. His armour 
was pierced by Gorthor's spear, and his shield 
was splintered. But just when things looked like 
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they could get no worse for Mikael, his sword — 
one of the great Runefangs — found its mark in 
the beastlord’s chest. Count Mikael Ludenhof 
had slain Gorthor, but his own wounds were 
mortal as well. With his dying strength he 
cursed Grand Master Heinrich for arriving too 
late, and then gave up his life. The beastmen, 
who had until then believed their leader to be 
invincible, brayed in fear and confusion, and 
fled into the surrounding countryside. The men 
of Hochland did not give chase. 


Hochland recovered slowly, though some areas 
around the Middle Mountains were never 
reclaimed. They remain a domain of the beast- 
men to this day, and men will not go near them, 
fearing the memory of those evil times. 


When men tell of the ravages of Gorthor, they 
shudder with fear, hoping against hope that the 
beastmen will never rise again in such numbers. 
But in the dark forests of the Empire the beast- 
men breed and multiply, and new beastlords rise 
up from amongst them. All men who know of 
such things fear that one of these will be just as 
mighty as Gorthor the Cruel, and will gather 
the beastman herds together again, and once 
more the thrones of the Old World will trem- 
ble before the fury of the Children of Chaos. 
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Br ance که کر‎ t af we are all just puppets of the Chaos 
owers. We push the desperate from us and call 
hem damned, forcing them to band together 
and wander the countrvside. It is only a matter 
of time before they seek the comfort of Nurgle, 
or are converted to His worship by some wan- 
dering heretic. Indeed, how long would it be 
before one who suffers from the daemon-plague 
of Nurgle's Rot, joins a wandering band of the 
mad and leprous? For all plagues seem similar 
ose who would avoid studying them, and 
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If cynicism truly rots the soul, then surely 
Nurgle is the fountain of all cynicism! Once He 
has wormed His way into the hearts and souls 
of these wandering derelicts, He lifts the yoke 
that we of the Empire have placed across their 
shoulders, granting that they might be content 
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x A COMPASSSIONATE OUTCRY BY THE AUTHOR ON BEHALF OF THE 
2: VICTIMS OF NURGLE’S RAVAGES, AND THE DIRE EFFECTS OUR 
ETIC BEHAVIOUR TOWARDS THEM HAS ON THE GREATER POPULATION. 


with their suffering and despair. Then these 
unfortunate wanderers are filled with resentful 
joy and cynical humour, for they have seen the 
truth at the heart of all life — they live the reali- 
ty that we all deny: that life is pain, suffering is 
truth, all is transient and vain, and that decay is 
life's only certainty. They know that civilisation 
is but an illusion — a shallow play that we con- 
vince ourselves to be true and of worth. And so 
these wandering throngs of Nurgle's sickening 
converts band together in great cavalcades, 
encouraged by their new lord to expose the bit- 
ter joke of this world and the irony of existence. 


Filled with unnatural vigour, these cavalcades 
form an almost endless array of circus caravans 
and gypsy wagons, all covered with soiled ban- 
ners and ragged flags. Strange characters in 
carnival masks drive the carts, and all manner 
of plague-victims, beggars, cripples, flagellants 
and other unfortunates accompany them - all 
singing their praises to Father Nurgle. They 
cease to chide and berate themselves for their 
ailments, and instead give thanks to Father 
Nurgle for the gifts He has bestowed so freely, 
and the wisdom He has granted them. They 
welcome to themselves any and all who have 
been rejected by society, be they the physically 
ill, the mentally disturbed, or even those who 
are just disenchanted with life. All are welcome 
within the carnival of despair, be thev flagellant 
or freedom fighter; Father Nurgle turns no one 
away. 


Instead of avoiding settlements and towns as 
all plague victims are required to do, these cav- 
alcades actively seek them out, desiring to 
spread their disease. They seek to bring some 
reality into the lives of all those who have 
allowed the trappings of civilisation and the 
false promises of hope to blind them to the bit- 
ter truth of transience and decay. 


So now do you see? Do you understand what 
we have done? What we are still doing? Our 
every action condemns us! We are either the ser- 
vants of Chaos or its victims; there is 0 middle 
ground. As surely as we shall all age and die, so 
too are we damned beyond all hope of redemp- 
tion. I would cry if I did not think we deserved 
our fate wholly and completely. 
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BEING AN EXAMINATION AND DISCUSSION OF THE GREAT UNCLEAN ONES: 
THEIR FOUL APPEARANCE, BEHAVIOUR AND HOW THEY ARE DEPICTED — BY 
HERETICS — IN THE ARTS. 


I N MY DREAMS I find myself dragged hither 


and yon through worlds I do not know — places 
of nightmare where no man should be forced to 
tread. Yet I have, by necessity, hardened myself to 
my fate, and endeavour to regard it as a means to 
learn all that is possible about those creatures that 
humanity must destroy if it is to survive. 


I have seen the womb from which spring 
Nurgle’s Unclean Ones. I saw them form as blis- 
ters upon the Aethyr’s rotting underbelly, suckling 
upon the disease and misery that exuded from 
their master like a viscous ocean. No word or com- 
bination of words could ever express sufficiently 
the utter obscenity and horror of these daemons’ 
births, and no disease, rot, nor foulness in the mor- 


tal world could inspire even a fraction of the | 


revulsion that I felt upon seeing it. It was beyond 
nauseating; the very sight of it drove me to my 
knees. My body shook uncontrollably, blood 
seeped from my ears, my nose and from behind my 
eyes — so disgusted and so terrified was I. Against 
my will I screamed and screamed until by voice 
broke and trailed to nothing. And then all was 
darkness. 


I awoke in my study, surrounded by the draw- 
ings you see on these pages. I can only assume that 
I sketched them myself while lost to my night- 
mares. I know that I am either mad or damned, 
and neither thought is comforting. But, be they 
dream or infernal reality, I shall describe to you the 
daemons I saw and all that I have gleaned about 


them throughout my months of study and unholy | 


revelation. 


The daemonic entities that we have named Great 
Unclean Ones are the greatest in Nurgle’s pan- 
theon, equal in their way to the Bloodthirsters of 
Khorne or Slaanesh’s Keepers of Secrets. Whereas 
in the case of these other Chaos Powers, the so- 
called greater daemons are immensely powerful 
servants of their patrons — personified manifesta- 
tions of a specific aspect of their patron deity — this 
does not appear to be the entire truth where 
Nurgle’s greater daemons are concerned. Each 
and every Unclean One is a copy of Nurgle 
Himself in His entirety — at least in terms of His 
personality, drives, thoughts and endeavours. In 





other words, it may be said that every Unclean 
One is also Nurgle, though, being but small 
embodiments of their master, they lack their 
patron's near infinite power, complexity and 
omniscience. I imagine that it is for this reason that 
the mortal servants of the Lord of Decay often 
refer to the Unclean Ones as Nurgle or Father 
Nurgle — although each and every daemon is 
bound by the apparent laws of manifestation to 
have his own independent name. 


The Unclean Ones certainly look like the major- 
ity of the depictions of Nurgle Himself, or perhaps, 
the majority of the depictions of Nurgle Himself 
are modelled on the appearance of the Unclean 
Ones. Whatever the case, Nurgle's greater dae- 
mons are gigantic creatures, bloated with disease 
and all imaginable (and unimaginable) kinds of 
physical corruption. Their skin is greenish, necrose 
and leathery; its surface is covered with boils, sores 
and other signs of infestation. Their inner organs, 
rank with decay, spill through ruptured muscle 
and skin, to hang like obscene drapes around the 
Unclean Ones' considerable girths. From these 
organs burst the tiny daemonic parasites, com- 
monly known as nurglings. Gregarious, agile, 
constantly active, and seeming to adore the 
Unclean Ones as fathers, these nurglings swarm 
over the body of the Unclean One, picking at his 
skin, squealing with pleasure if he favours them 
with a titbit or a caress, or otherwise squabbling 
among themselves over the most comfortable 
recesses of the Unclean One's carcass. 


Whenever nurglings are present in large num- 
bers it means that an Unclean One must be close 
by, for these vicious little creatures can only multi- 
ply within the rotted bowels of Nurgle's Greater 
Daemons. As a nurgling matures amidst the pus 
and contagion, it feeds upon the filth of the 
Unclean One until it is large enough to burst out — 
the personified embodiment of a boil or pustule. In 
this sense, nurglings truly are the children of the 


١ Great Unclean Ones. 


Perhaps this is why the Unclean Ones take 
such parental pride in the little monsters, 
allowing them to suckle upon their sores, and 
petting them affectionately. However, this does 



























not seem to prevent the proud parent squash- 
ing its progeny underfoot, or gobbling one or 
two up in a moment of impulsive peckishness. 


Although I doubt anything could be more 

hideous p A yai aé^Great Unclean 
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and vitriolic humour, which is both ebullient 
and vociferous. They consistently try to under- 
mine the confidence and convictions of their 
enemies, while loudly praising the obsessive 
manic-morbidity of their followers. Indeed, the 
Unclean Ones seem to epitomise every destruc- 
tive emotional and psychical defence that 
mortals use to justify their miserable states, 
often giving the Unclean One the appearance 
of being driven by a gregarious and even senti- 
mental nature. These mighty daemons seem to 
hold their followers dear, taking a noticeable 
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pride in their appearance and endearing behav- 
iour — to the extent that they are said often to 
refer to their servants as children. 


Yet, if this is truly affection, then it is affec- 
tion of the most destructive sort, for Nurgle is a 
deity of despair, fear and decay. One could say 
that the Unclean Ones love their servants in 
much the same way as a supremely overly pro- 
tective, possessive and domineering mother 
might love her children. The childrens’ every 
need might seem to be fulfilled by their moth- 


Che Unclean Ones 


er’s selfish care, but at the same time they are 
encouraged to fear change and resent all people 
outside of their family, and they are never 
allowed to leave home or be challenged by the 
world at large. 


This combination of physical corruption and 
energetic — though cynical — humour is the 
most extraordinary characteristic of Nurgle’s 
Greater Daemons. It can be seen most clearly 
when an Unclean One and his minions mani- 
fest themselves in the material world. 









































RANGE ASITMAY SOUND, Great 
ean Ones are daemons with a great 
ense ‘of dramatic irony. They seem to be 
nalleenised by the decorative trappings of power 
Almost as much as they love to topple mortal 
و‎ pride and endeavour. Nurgle’s Palanquins are 
aZ .rernate mobile thrones that allow the 
Unclean One to be carried aloft by its servants, 
one Palanquin wherever their mas- 
Lon tere wishes. From his elevated position the 
daemon | is able to speak to his slaves, or strike 

` &t-fás fees. The Palanquin itself is decorated 
— with. mouldering finery, while the Great 
EE sits casually upon a mound of 
-«(é@aying.cushions, perhaps in open mockery 
Eun of what it regards as the transience of mortal 


beauty 77 
E ۸ THE Ufftlean Ones are reported to ride in 


ue whe. vthese as they lead their hordes to war against 
| the lands of men. The horde travels across the 
` Z Tánd; drawing to itself all Nurgle's mortal ser- 
= yants into one great cavalcade of covered 

wagons, bringing with it all the pestilence and 
c^" We thet befall the mortal world. The wagons 
. تھے‎ in no better physical condition than the 
^" daefnons.fhat ride with them. Their shrouds 
C: ttered and rotten, their frames splintered 
and bent, and their metalwork is pitted and 
rusty. VS within these plodding caravans all is 
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Pee to launch a festival of decay and 
Lan e * 

déstruction upon any village, town, or oppos- 
۱ ei MESA TRY they come across. For the twisted 


Bae circus or great fair, except that the 
4 | and. offered is disease, decay, despair 


death 

E,Z ti ig said that should Nurgle's cavalcades 

a cect FASS á/fflague pit, the rotting corpses interred 
within it stir from their graves and follow 
along beside the carriages and caravans. 
Various folktales insist that the body of any 
plague victim belongs to Nurgle — should he 
care to claim it — for a year and a day after the 
victim's death, after which point they collapse 
back into final oblivion. 





















As the cavalcade nears its destination, the 


in the caravan reaches fever pitch. 





THE DANCE OF DEATH. 


| number of nurglings, each other, and eventual- 


15 d activity as Nurgle’s servants | 


b X m | : 
irony of Nurgle's visitation is that it resembles circuit they abandon themselves in a frenzy of 


| dreams. Animals panic in their stalls or break 


bizarre humour of the infernal creatures with- | 





Plaguebearers take stock of the pestilence and 
disease, counting the reserves of sickness, the 


ly anything that stands still long enough. 
Amidst the deep-throated drone of the 
Plaguebearers' endless tallying, the nurglings 
chatter and prance like evil children about to 
embark upon a special treat. They squabble £g 
and squirm, snigger and squeal, and their x 
numbers increase and diminish faster than the 
Plaguebearers’ ability to count them. 9 


As the plague carts and wagons of the caval- 
cade approach their target, the unsuspecting 
village or the sleepy town, the daemons pre- 
pare their campaign of destruction. To appease 
the supreme cynicism of Nurgle’s humour, and 
to increase the fear in their potential victims, 
the attack (or carnival) has its prelude as well 
as its climax. In this case, the prelude is the 
Dance of Death, enacted the night before the 
assault, when the daemons of Nurgle cavort 
around the town or village three times. 


As the moon rises into the sky the Dance 
begins its course, its cast of daemons moves 
solemnly over the hills and fields, singing dis- 
cordantly. As the procession moves past the 
outlying houses, dogs and cattle take up the | 
cacophonous noise, adding their terrified bark- a 
ing and lowing to the rising song. As the night i 
progresses and the first circuit is complete, the 4 
horde’s mania begins to grow. The songs ۵ 
become raucous and the dancing more and 
more animated. As the dancers begin the third m 





song, laughter and madness, in which they cry 
out all the terrible things that they intend to do 
come the morrow. 


As the dance nears its completion, the noise 
drifts through the night air into the houses of 
the town’s mortal inhabitants, where those 
awakened by the nightmarish melody lie too 
terrified to move within their beds, while those 
still sleeping experience strange and disturbing 


out of their fields; butter curdles and milk 
turns sour. Just when it seems that the horror 
can no longer be endured, all falls strangely 
silent. The third circuit is complete and the 
songs of desolation are at an end. 
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Che Lesser Daemons of Nurgle 


WHERE THE AUTHOR HAS CAUSE TO EXAMINE HIS DETERIORATING STATE OF 


MIND, THEN DISCUSS NURGLE’S PLAGUEBEARERS, FROM HIS LEGIONS OF 
LESSER DAEMONS, OR THE “AGHKAM’ GHRAN’ NGI”. 


1 MUST APOLOGISE, dear reader, for my 
attitude of late. The deeper I sink into my 
studies of the Infernal Powers, the harder I 
have found it to concentrate upon the matter at 
hand. This study has begun to affect me 
adversely, I know it. I fear for my sanity. And 
why should I not? I dream of Chaos through 
my sleeping hours, and though the sun rises 
and should dispel the fears that plague me in 
the darkness of night, I still see the daemons of 
entropy wherever I look. I see them now, walk- 
ing around my study, ignoring me as they count 
the many books and scrolls that litter my room. 
And not just my books. These infernal spirits 
seem compelled to count anything that comes 
to their monocular gaze, be they the cracks on 
the walls, the floorboards beneath their feet, or 
the dead flies beneath my window pane. 


It is precisely their droning and monotonous 
counting that reveals these creatures for what 
they truly are. They are the lost victims of 
Nurgle’s Rot. They are the Tainted Ones, 
Nurgle’s Tallymen. His Plaguebearers. 
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I know that they cannot be here in the flesh, 
daemonic or otherwise, for I suffer none of the 
symptoms that exposure to these creatures 
ensure. So I wonder why I see them. Are they a 
vision sent by a benevolent Power so that I 
might examine them to better forward my 
researches? Were they sent by a more malevo- 
lent power to strip my mind of its reason? Have 
I lost my reason already? I do not know which 
is true, and perhaps it is better for me that I do 
not. All that matters is that I am calm for now, 
so I shall use this moment of lucidity to 
describe to you what I see and what I have 
researched concerning these foot soldiers of the 
Plague God. 


Should I have sympathy for these creatures — 
they who carry the marks of Nurgle's Rot 
throughout eternity? No, I think perhaps not. 
They are beyond humanity now, wholly dae- 
monic and past the cares of men. Their cracked 
skin is tinged green or the colour of mud. 
Running sores cover their bodies, and pus and 
blood seem to dribble continuously from 
around the milky orb of their single eyes. They 
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The Lesser Daemons o 


are roughly the height of men, though their 
proportions have been distorted so that their 
heads and arms seem over-large for their bod- 
les. 


The masters of my Order believe that Nurgle's 
Plaguebearers are the daemonic embodiment of a 
mortal's need to find meaning in misery, or to 
rationalise suffering rather than end it. By this 
they mean that it is often easier to make excuses 
for our parlous condition — whether we be lacking 
in confidence, dangerously overweight, or trapped 


within some other downward spiral — than it is ‘oan ۱ identical 


do something about changing our state. In a s 

(if my masters are correct), Plaguebearers cyt | 4 
seen to personify the destructive rational c 
ate for ourselves to justify our suffering, because | 


we fear change and the failure that change might] 


bring. Er» 
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OPISCULUM DAEMONIS 


LIBER 
CHAOTICA 


— —— Volume the fourth 一 一 一 


WITH FORMER INVESTIGATIONS DILIGENTLY 
COMPARED AND REVISED 


لي بحب A‏ 0 ات سس 
With expository lectures on the follomers and‏ 
rituals of the “Lord of Change”: Tzeentch‏ 


LL M——— 0 C سس‎ 


BEING IN THE MAIN AN EXAMINATION OF THE DAEMONIC AND MORTAL 
ARMIES OF CHAOS, AND IN PART, BEING A DESCRIPTION OF THE NUMBERLESS 
UNNATURAL CREATURES THAT DO ACCOMPANY THEM 
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INTRODUCTORY DISCOURSE 


ON THE 


LORD OF CHANGE: TZEENTCH 


VERSES 1-9 


je Thousand faces of Chaos 


"I HA .ED INTO THE ABYSS AND MY EYES HAVE BEEN CHANGED. ALL 1 
NOW REVEALED TO ME. I HAVE SEEN ALL WORLDS, AND THE SECRETS THAT SCHEMING GODS AND LESSER 


MEN WOULD KEEP FROM US ARE NOW THE BREAD AND WINE OF MY HEART." 


A nd so it was that my plea was answered and a 
Messenger appeared to me. Both terrible and 
wondrous was he to behold: his eyes were twin hol- 
lows that burned with sapphire flame, and great 
wings rose from between his shoulder blades to stretch 
high above his head, their surface shimmering like 
mother-of-pearl. He stretched out his hand and bade 
me follow him into the Aethyr, and follow him I did, 
along paths that never were, to a place that should not 
be. 


north he led me, to where the gates of 
1 open since before the rise of Men. 
into the Immortal Realms and saw 
s within the endless planes of obliv- 
> Messenger, “Whose thrones are 
Messenger said, “They are the 
Ancient Powers; the spirits of 
th, Despair and Inconstancy. Both 









From those Thrones exuded a forgetfulness that 
drew unto itself the hearts and minds of all human- 
ity, for in them were both the greatest strengths of 
Men, and the greatest follies. Dancing around those 
thrones I saw every vision of cruelty: daemons with- 
out mercy whose countenances were filled with fury, 
with teeth protruding forth from their gaping 
mouths. Their eyes burned like the desert sun and all 
the horrors of mankind leaked from between their 
narrow lips. 


Then I felt the thorns of despair puncture my 
heart, and fear caught at my breath. I begged the 
Messenger to take me away from that place of cruel 
gods and daemon princes, and show to me instead 
the gateway to the land of wholesome gods. So much 
did I long for the comfort of familiar deities! But the 
Messenger just smiled, and in that smile I saw 
reflected all the malice, all the pity and all the cruel 
humour of the world. He told me that there was no 
other Gate except for that which stood before us, and 
he told me that there was only one Realm beyond 
that Gate. 


I stepped back from him then, for I believed that 
surely he spoke untrue, and I told him as such. “If 
this is the only Realm,” I said, “where then is 
Solkan’s Palace, or the Healing Pools of Shallya? 
Where are Taal’s Hunting Grounds and Mannan’s 
Azure Citadel? Where are the Celestial Temples of 
the gods of Men? For before me I see only the 
Thrones and Dominions of Chaos.” 


And then the Messenger seemed to grow in size so 
that his head eclipsed the pale sun, and his shimmer- 
ing wings seemed to fill the vaults of the sky. “There 
is only one Gate,” he said once more, “and only one 
Realm that lies beyond it. It is true that the planes of 
Darkness stand open before you, but also, and at the 
same time, the endless tiers of Light stretch up above 


+ 


you. 


Then the Messenger began to fade from view, 
becoming transparent, like mist upon the breeze. His 
parting words were like a subtle knife puncturing the 
bladder of my false hopes. “Mortals see so much, but 
understand little: For as much as the Divine moulds 
the Mortal Realms to fit its purposes, so too do the 
Mortal Realms mould the Divine through their 
actions and aspirations. You look into the Aethyr for 
proof of Light or a fear of finding Dark, vet the 
Aethyr is neither Light nor Dark, except when 
Mortals make it so.” And then the Messenger was 
gone. 


Heed my words, all you that read this, for I have 
looked into the Abyss and my eyes have been 
changed. All that was hidden is now revealed to me. 
I have seen all worlds, and the secrets that s el 3: 
Gods and lesser Men would keep from us are no 
bread and wine of my heart. No longer shall I 
under the shallow misconceptions of received. wis- 
dom. Truth shall be my companion from this 


for the scales have been lifted from my ی‎ we 


have seen the hope of our salvation. T CN 


At last I can be forgiven, for at last I can see that I 
have sinned. 
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| o those of us blighted with the knowledge of 
„it, the name Tzeentch is inextricably linked 
with the true insanity of Chaos. Tzeentch, or 
Tzeen'neth, is the daemon-god that more than 
any other embodies the terrible energy and 
momentum of Chaos. He is the Great Sorcerer of 
Chaos, the Changer of the Ways — for make no 
mistake, endless and broiling change is the very 
nature of Chaos, and Chaos is the source and 
very stuff of the warping energy that we mortals 


C ۳ all magic. 
- tae لے‎ e. * 5 y 
9 We Call tl is bizarre deity Tzeentch, but in fact 


of all the gods of men and daemons, He has more 
names and guises than any other. Tzeentch is 
change, said to personify every mortal's recogni- 
tion of, and desire to and for, change. His face 


eternity. To the hairy savages north of our great 
Empire, Tzeentch is most commonly known 
(and worshipped) in His form as Tchar: the 
Great Eagle. In the 

east, the dread 

horsemen of the 

Man-Chu, Kuj 

and Khazags 


7" 

know Tzeentch as Chen Chi-En: Lord of the 
Shifting Breeze, and it is said that in the hellish 
jungles far to the south of the Old World, the 
Changer of Ways is known simply as Shunch. 
Yet whatever the realm, and whomever the peo- 
ple, Tzeentch is known always as the Great 


| Schemer; a manipulative and politicking god 


who should be feared as much as He should not 
be trusted. 


Just as His names are diverse and manifold, 
Tzeentch cannot be said to have one dominant 
form or aspect. According to van Hadden — my 
contact within the Order of Witch Hunters — the 
servants of Tzeentch rarely give testimonies that 
agree the details of their Divine master's true 


| form (if indeed He, or any other god, has one true 
and form shifts and warps from eternity unto | 


form). Hadden garnered me with the transcript 
of an interrogation he supervised where the 
damned souls being questioned claimed that 
Tzeentch had appeared to each and every one of 
them, vet none of them perceived Him in the 
same way. 


Apparently, to one of their number He 
appeared as a cloud of shifting light, where 
another saw Him as a large 

and many-coloured bird. 

Others again saw the 

Lord of Change as a 

hooded sorcerer — to 

some male and oth- 

ers female - 

whose robes con- 

stantly changed 

colour. Not one of 

their testimonies 

tallied with the 

other, although 

each and every 












heretics seemed equally sure of their vision, and 
was certain that their vision was of Tzeentch. 
While reading this account, I was reminded of 
the testimony given by the renowned daemo- 
nologist, Jóstein Lissel, shortly before his famous 
disappearance from the count's dungeons in 
Ostermark, that claimed that he had seen the 
Lord of Change in the form of burning runes | 
that hung in the air before him, spelling the 
words of Tzeentch's will. 


Just because these fools believe thev saw 
Tzeentch does not mean that it actually hap- 
pened. Tzeentch is the Great Manipulator and 
the Father of Lies, and His daemonic servants 
take their lead from their master. It is impossible 
for any cultist or daemonologist to know for cer- 
tain whether an entity they have summoned is 
indeed a god or just a daemonic servant of that 
god. Indeed, it seems to me that to the entirely 
natural — as the average human is — anything 
supernatural is equally extraordinary and inex- 
plicable. 5o how could one know whether one is 
actually faced with Tzeentch Himself, or just a 
daemon in His service impersonating the Great 
Lord of Change? 


Perhaps my thinking is too linear. Perhaps to 
speak to a daemon of a Chaos God is to speak to 
the Chaos God Himself, for the consciousness of 
gods is not for mortals to understand or perceive. 

What mortal could say with any certainty just 

how a god's consciousness manifests itself, 

and what a god can and cannot do 

with that consciousness? Although 
analysing these questions is the 
reason I am writing this book 
you now hold, I do not pretend 
to think that any answers I 
may postulate are the final 
or right answers, or any 
truths that I may think I 
have uncovered are 
absolute truths. 
Any uncertainty 
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| subtle skeins of probability and chance are His 


thrown up by investigations is double in the case 
of the daemon-god Tzeentch. 


Those who are foolish enough to believe that 
they might come to understand the motivations 
and plans of this most deceptive god must surely 
be deluded, for Tzeentch is the Father of Lies 
and Deception, the Master of Fortune and the 
Architect of Fate. Truth and lies and facts and 
fictions spill from His consciousness like the 
incoming tide of a treacherous sea. Tzeentch 
cannot be trusted even to the degree that the 
other gods of Chaos can be - a sobering realisa- 
tion indeed, considering the fickle nature of His 
brother daemon-gods. 


There are those who believe that Tzeentch 
holds all the secrets of existence from now until 
the end of time, and knows the ultimate fate of 
existence and precisely how it will be reached. I 
do not believe that this is true, at least not in the 
sense that it is more commonly accepted. 


The future is unwritten, it is vet to happen. I 
see it as self-apparent that no being, not even the 
gods, can know with absolute certainty that 


which has not yet come to pass. I think the con- 


fusion arises because of the commonly held 
belief that of all gods and daemons, only 
Tzeentch perceives the endless threads of all pos- 
sible futures as they weave forward through time 
like an infinitely complicated tapestry of proba- 
bilities, granting Him the means to most 
accurately guess at what the future holds. Yet He 
can still only guess. 


With His all-seeing gaze, Tzeentch sees the sin- 
gle path of history that stretches backwards 


| through time, and watches every event as it hap- 


pens and every intention as it unfolds, while also 
being able to extrapolate the near infinite possible 
futures that stretch forward through time from 
these points. So with this almost limitless knowl- 
edge of the past and the present, and added to His 
omniscient intellect, I believe that Tzeentch is able 
to predict with amazing (though not complete) 
accuracy the most likely course of future events. 


As we have seen all too often (and to our cost), 
Tzeentch is not content to merelv guess at future 
events any more than He is content to merely 
1 the drama of history as it unfolds. The 
te- manipulate. Tzeentch is the Great 
Conspirator, the master and personification of 
plot and intrigue, and He has purposes and 
tesires of His own. Why should Tzeentch stay 


His meddling hand? He is capable of manipulat-‏ ۔ 


ing the immeasurably complex strands of 





probability that hold the secrets of chance and | believe that even His mon pu 
Fate. Indeed, there are those who believe that | likely to discover only tool 
Tzeentch's plans and schemes are so impossibly | expendable pawns in His eternal g 
vast and complex, and so tightly woven across 
time and space that they touch the lives of 


nimc ow: مج‎ cde might sometimes seem, let the 1 
most every being in exis nce, whether they vour mind that Tenth hasso 
know it or not. 


intentions for the Mortal Realm 
Whatever the truth of the matter, and what- 


Regardless of how benevole iS 


ever the true nature and scope of Tzeentch’s | 
mar re, sit is clear to me that they are 
نشول ا‎ solely to further His own unimagin- 
vs بر‎ ablef parposgs. Many are the records 
WZ | _dgeustieftting a time or event where the servants 
مح‎ 24 "and magics of Tzeentch seemed to support the 
| causes of the Mortal Realms, but then again, 
many more are the records that show how 
Tzeentch has actively harmed and sought to 
undermine the lands and goals of men, elves and 
dwarfs. Clearly Tzeentch’s plans are highly con- 
voluted, stretching across millennia. It is 
precisely because His plots are so sophisticated 
and seemingly contradictory that I believe it 
impossible for any mortal to divine what His 
true purposes or intentions are. 


۱ 
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I have found for myself that Tzeentch’s machi- 
nations are more subtle and complex than my 
very closest analysis could reveal, and I firmly 
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| A 23 e li d Cal breeds all the most dangerous emo- 


tions: arrogance, fear, hatred, rage, malice, 
despair and selfishness. These empower the gods 
of Chaos and give form to the Aethyr’s daemons, 
who are in themselves personifications of these 
dark emotions. Submit to these emotions, even 
with humanity’s best interests at heart, then even 
were you to slay a thousand times a thousand 
Chaos worshippers, in the wider sense you would 
still be serving the cause of the daemon-gods.” 


~ Volkmar, Theogonist of Sigmar. 


I shall begin this section of my investigation by 


looking at the mortal servants of the daemon- 
god Tzeentch, as thanks to my connections 
within the Templars of Sigmar this area is the 
most easily researched. 


As is no doubt the case across all the kingdoms 
of men, the devious servants of Tzeentch gather 
secretly in their covens throughout this great 
Empire, seeking to use every and any means, 
however foul or corrupt, to expand the influence 
of their wicked patron and to increase their own 
personal authority. Where there is evidence to 
suggest that cults of Slaanesh are the most pop- 
ulous groups dedicated to the worship of Chaos 
existing throughout the civilised world (due pre- 
dominantly to the seemingly attractive and 
easily adhered to requirements of that foul 
deity), the Templars of Sigmar assure me that the 
highly secretive cults of Tzeentch tend to hold 
greater power than the cults of Slaanesh (or any 
other heretical organisation), having an influ- 
ence over the affairs of our fair Empire far 
greater than their relatively few numbers might 
suggest. 


This situation could be seen to be a product of 
the types of people that are drawn to worship 
Tzeentch, and the methods that they use to 
spread their influence throughout society. For 
where Slaanesh attracts mostly hedonists and 
dreamers to His cause, Tzeentch more often than 
not attracts educated men and women of great 
drive and ambition. 


Tzeentch loves schemers. Anyone who plots 
and plans their rise to personal success and 
power through devious or convoluted means will 
invariably attract Tzeentch’s gaze — although 
this in itself does not mean that these people are 
necessarily bound to Him or doomed to be His 


TS HIS WILL OVER MORTAL MINDS, WITH PARTICULAR 
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servants. However, if the mortal in question 
impresses enough with the complexity and 
breadth of his schemes, and if that mortal is not 
already dedicated specifically to the service of 
another deity, Tzeentch may bestow a blessing 
upon him to show His favour. Although this 
eventuality is exceptionally rare it is known that 
the gods of Chaos, more so than the gods of 
Order or the more ambiguously aligned gods of 
humanity, actively seek converts to their cause 
and go to any lengths to secure the souls of mor- 
tals. 


Rather than bestow His blessings upon mortals 
and asking nothing in return, Tzeentch endeav- 
ours to further complicate the plans of any 
scheming mortal that has attracted His gaze, 
thereby increasing the stakes for the mortal and 
perhaps pushing him closer to the brink of des- 
peration as new complexities unfold. Tzeentch 
hopes to push the unfortunate mortal into a posi- 
tion where nothing short of a miracle could save 
him from the dilemma he is in — and then, of 
course, Tzeentch will be waiting with open arms 
and empty promises. 


It is not just the devious and duplicitous mem- 
bers of society who are at risk of becoming part 
of Tzeentch's attentions. Although it might seem 
impossible to those brave soldiers and witch 
hunters who have been forced to face His 


| demonic servants in battle, Tzeentch is a patron 


of learning and education as well as His darker 
and more easily understandable aspect as patron 
of magic and daemonology. By merit of 
Tzeentch's apparent omniscience and presi- 
dency over the highly complex arts of sorcery, 
many scholars are known to have turned to His 
worship — perhaps in an effort to attain even 
deeper knowledge about their chosen subject, 
insane and shameful though this undoubtedly is. 
If knowledge is power, then I imagine that 
Tzeentch could be seen to possess, and therefore 
offer, power without limit. 


The snares of Tzeentch can be found through- 


| out every level of academia and learning, and 


amongst every nation and race of this world. 
One would be forgiven for wondering why any 
learned person would seek to embrace a god of 
Chaos, for surely scholars and wise men would 
be more aware than others of the dangers 
implicit in such a venture. But how many honest 























































academics have turned to Tzeentch in despera- 
tion as they search vainly for an answer to some 
seemingly unsolvable problem? How many 
scholars, obsessed with learning, have been lured 
into Tzeentch’s embrace with promises of attain- 
ing greater wisdom or absolute truth? Far too 
many, I fear. 


Yet Tzeentch, at His core, is the embodiment of 
the desire for change, and any being who wishes 
to alter their own (or anyone else’s) state are 
likely targets for the predations of this unkind 
deity. Indeed, judging by the various reports and 
records that the witch hunters have garnered to 
aid my researches, and also according to many a 
folk tale I have unearthed on the subject, the 
people most vulnerable to the lure of the Great 
Mutator seem to be those who possess a 
revolutionary spirit. Any visionary — man or 


woman — who dreams or actively tries to change | 
the world, whether they be nobles or statesmen 


Che Servants of Change 


| seeking to improve the lot of their nation, or 


| Whatever their background might be, those who 





usurpers plotting to overthrow corrupt officials 
and bring justice to the community they live 
within, all run the risk of attracting Tzeentch’s 
gaze. 


By far the most dangerous converts to Tzeentch 
are those few blessed (or perhaps cursed) with an 
affinity with magic. Whether they are magisters 
from one of the great Imperial Colleges, or heal- 
ers, witches, warlocks or any other magically 
inclined individual, it would appear that 
Tzeentch accepts the worship of all with an equal 
and passionate enthusiasm. Tzeentch is, after all, 
the foremost god of magic and sorcery. 


It is said that Tzeentch grants increased magi- 
cal ability quite freely to those spellcasters who 
turn to His worship and do His bidding. 


commit themselves to a life in the service of 
Tzeentch (and retain their sanity long enough to 
rise through the ranks of His servants), tend to be 
the most puissant of all magic users, and it is for 
this reason that so many of the would-be servants 
of Tzeentch believe that the benefits of turning to 
His worship far outweigh the risks — regardless of 
how foolish this might seem to those of us who 


are untainted by an association with the Aas, poe * b. 
monic powers. (an S men ptt Li 


THE CULTS OF CHANGE 


It would be erroneous to suggest that there is a 
“Cult of Tzeentch” as such — at least, not in the 
sense of one unified religion, as, say, with the Cult 
of Ulric or the Holy Church of Sigmar. Granted, 
there are numerous minor religions and heretical 
cults that have Tzeentch as the focus of their ado- 
ration and worship, but these can vary 
considerably in practice and belief. 


Suffice to say, and as mentioned above, cults ded- 
icated to Slaanesh are by far the most populous 
heretical organisation within our good Empire, but 
it is apparent that the cults of Tzeentch have more 
temporal power over Imperial affairs and even 
over the affairs of the cults of Tzeentch’s brother 
(and rival) Chaos Gods. This is perhaps due to the 
devious and megalomaniacal nature of Tzeentch’s 
followers, for where the adherents of Slaanesh seek 
only self-indulgence and gratification, or the very 
diffused cults of Khorne seek only to promote vio- 
lence and hatred, the cults of Tzeentch have a very 
definite philosophical and political agenda with 
regard to the Empire as a structure, and human 
civilisation in general. 
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Where a devotee of Nurgle, Slaanesh or 
Khorne would be interested only in promoting 
the goals and needs of their own deity, the fol- 
lowers of Tzeentch have a much wider agenda 
that often involves the active participation of the 
followers of other gods — whether those followers 
know they are participating in Tzeentch’s 
machinations or not. 


As an example, if a particular Tzeentchian 
magus is seeking to undermine the political 
infrastructure of a particular region, he or she 
would be far less likely to take the risk of direct 
action, preferring instead to form a cult or organ- 
isation that would slowly infiltrate and 
destabilise the infrastructure in question. If it 
happens that the magus considers that his target 
group would be more susceptible to the seduc- 
tions of Slaanesh than  Tzeentch's own 
blandishments, then that magus would set a plan 
in motion to form a Slaaneshi cult to do the work 
for him. 


Therein lies the secret of the unparalleled 
power of Tzeentch's cults — there are countless 
cults of other gods and daemons that are pup- 
peted, albeit unwittingly, by the few known and 
named Tzeentchian cults. I wonder just how 
many minor cults, religions, fraternities and 
magic circles that are the unknowing dupes of 
Tzeentch’s servants there are, all forwarding the 
goals of the Lord of Change, without ever realis- 
ing that they are doing so. 


The cults of Tzeentch are wholly committed to 
the goal of overthrowing the civilisation of men, 
and subverting all other religions and legitimate 
magical organisations to the worship of their 
master. Within the Order of Witch Hunters there 
is an entire cell dedicated solely to the 
pursuit and destruction of Tzeentch's 
cults, and it is this cell that works E 
most closely with the other author- 


ities within the Empire, be they ‘a 
religious, military or secular. یر ہے‎ 
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The greatest problem that 

faces them is the very fact 

that Tzeentch’s servants are so well organised 
and diffused throughout every layer of human 
society. Spies and informants working for 
Tzeentch’s various cults have been occupying 
very high places within the Empire’s ruling 
elite, although my contact within the witch 
hunters, Captain van Hadden, was reticent to 
reveal just who they might have been. 


However, he has told me that in addition to 
(and perhaps far more than) these wicked and 
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devious humans, Tzeentch is the Chaos God 
most commonly worshipped by the many vile 
and unclean mutants that gnaw on the fringes of 
our great society, although cults formed solely 
from the Chaos-warped are unlikely to be found 
in the towns and cities of the Empire, and are 
usually found within the deep forests and hidden 
valleys of the wilderness. 


I shall take a look at some of the Tzeentchian 
cults that the authorities are aware of, these 
being the cults of the Purple Hand, the Red 
Crown, and perhaps the most dangerous of all, 
the Cabal. 


THE CULT OF THE RED CROWN 


The Cult of the Red Crown is thought to be the 
third most influential Chaos Cult within the 
Empire, coming behind the Cult of the Purple 
Hand, and the Cabal of Egrimm van 
Horstmann. 


The Red Crown is surprisingly visible for an 
organisation dedicated to the Lord of Change. 
Where most other Tzeentchian cults tend to 
favour blackmail, intrigue and quiet subversion 
to attain their nefarious goals, the Red Crown is 
said to favour more direct and overtly militant 
methods to destabilise the lands of men. 


The Red Crown’s seat of power is suspected to 
be in our capital city, Altdorf, but despite the 
best efforts of Sigmar’s Templars and the 
Reiksguard to behead this damnable organisa- 
tion, it always seems to remain as active and 
powerful as ever. A fact of particular disgust to 
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commanders of our Empire’s armed forces is 
that the Red Crown seems to have remarkably 
close ties with the numerous bands of mutants 
and beastmen that exist just beyond the 
patrolled borders of the Empire’s great forests. 
The Red Crown leaders can call upon consider- 
able resources whenever the need arises, which 
is all too often. 


The Red Crown is known to have organised 
numerous cult insurrections and uprisings, 
including some of the worst incursions of beast- 
men and mutants into our lands. Some of the 
most crushing defeats that the armies of our 
good Empire have ever suffered have borne the 
telltale marks of having been engineered by 
agents of the Red Crown. Not least amongst 
these stands the Massacre of Hendalle Grove, 
where three hundred soldiers and knights were 
ambushed and destroyed by hordes of mutants 
and beastmen during the yearly remembrance 
celebration at Hendalle. Most interestingly, 
heavily armoured and horrifyingly skilled war- 
riors screaming cries of devotion to the War God, 
Khorne, joined the various mutants. This shows 
the greatest threat posed to us by the Red Crown 
and the servants of Tzeentch in general, in that 
it demonstrates their ability to either broker 
agreements with the forces of rival Chaos Gods, 
or simply manipulate them so that they 
serve the cult’s needs. 


In any event, the Red Crown’s 
entire goal seems to be the 
destruction of civil authority 
within the Empire, almost 
certainly with a mind to 
pave the way for a major 
invasion by the forces of 
Chaos, or more 


specifically, the armies of Tzeentch. Day in and 
day out the Red Crown recruits more and more 
heretics, mutants and beastmen to their cause. 
They are a powder keg awaiting only the right 
taper. 2 


T 
4 
„gi! 


a 


"THE CULT OF THE PURPLE HAND 


Though the Cult of the Purple Hand is certainly 
the largest of Tzeentch's cults within the lands of 
the Empire, it is known to be only second in 
power. The true breadth of the Purple Hand's 
influence over the affairs of the Empire was 
exposed not long ago, during the terrible scandal 
surrounding our good Emperor's son and heir — 
may Sigmar bless and keep him. 


Although few know the full details, it is 
rumoured that a Tzeentchian organisation, now 
known to be the Purple Hand, almost succeeded 
in replacing his Imperial Majesty, Karl Franz, or 
perhaps his only son and heir (the stories are 
somewhat hazy) with their own puppet ruler. Just 
how they almost achieved this is unclear, and my 
superiors within the Church of Sigmar and the 
Palace authorities remain close-mouthed about 
the whole thing. Suffice to say, the Purple Hand 
almost succeeded in their aim, and if they had, 

they would have been in control of 


| all the administrative and 


military arms of our 





Empire. Simply imagine the horror they could 
have unleashed in such a position! 


The Purple Hand is suspected to have small 
branches of their organisation right across the 
Empire, Tilea and Estalia. Yet, for some reason 
that has not been explained to me, the Purple 
Hand seem to have little or no presence within 
King Leoncouer’s realm, although whether this 
is because they truly do not have a presence 
there, or whether it is because they have man- 
aged to hide themselves more successfully 
amongst the Bretonnians than they have 
amongst the good citizens of our Empire, is still 
a matter of conjecture. 


Like any other Tzeentchian cult, all the 
resources and endeavours of every branch of the 
Purple Hand are bent towards the subversion of 
whatever legitimate social organisation they are 
based within. Van Hadden tells me that agents 
of the Purple Hand are often found within, or 
even directing, the various crime syndicates that 
stretch across the Old World from the northern- 
most point of Kislev, to the southern isle of 
Sartosa — although van Hadden assured me that 
despite the fact that such criminal organisations 
are populated by the scum and dregs of society, 
very few of the pirates, thieves and crooks 
attached to such groups seem to know about the 
Purple Hand’s connection to their organisation, 
or would sympathise with the Purple Hand’s 
goals even if they did. 





| Empire seems to be patchy at best. So wide- 
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Criminal tendencies, it would seem, do not 
always imply a leaning towards heresy or dae- 
monology. 





















Yet despite the Purple Hand's near omnipres- 
ence it is thought to be quite disorganised, as 
communication between the prospective cells of 


is the Purple Hand that communication 

e various branches of the cult proves 
to be their wéakest point. The sheer bulk of com, of S 7۶ لی‎ 
muniqués passing between the numerous magi کہ ہے ہے‎ 4 ^ 
and acolytes of the cult means that it is a کم‎ 4 s 73 
inevitable that some of them are intercepted by 7 /2 4 - الك ھ‎ 
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managed to foil several plots in this way, and ۔‎ A 
have received good leads as to the names and dee 
positions of some of the Purple Hand's most sen- 
ior members. 


Quite recently, Lord Wasmeier of Middenheim 
and a shipping company that the lord was said 
to have financial interests in, were investigated 
for suspected associations with the Purple Hand. عام 27 سیر‎ 1 2 
Unfortunately, the investigation was curtailed 24 
before a satisfactory conclusion due to the inter- 


vention of the high priest of the Cult of Ulric “ 4 - 
himself. Apparently, the Ar-Ulric had been 4گ‎ ^ 3 ; 
| briefed by one of his advisors that the witch " s - " aa 




















hunters were simply enacting a plan master- 
minded by the one of the Arch-Lectors of the 
Church of Sigmar that was intended to under- 
mine the independent authority of Middenheim, 
and therefore give a politically expedient excuse 
for more of Sigmar’s agents to move in on 
Middenheim. 


Although the Ar-Ulric assured the Imperial 
Court, and by association the masters of the ١ 
Order of Witch Hunters, that he would carry out 3 
his own investigation into Lord Wasmeier, it is a 
common belief within certain circles in Altdorf 
that the cult of Ulric, and the city of 
Middenheim in general, lacked the witch 
hunters’ experience in investigating such mat- 
ters, and so did not do as thorough a job as 
Sigmar’s Templars might have. Lord Wasmeier 
was cleared of all charges, and the case against 
him was dropped. 


Captain van Hadden believes that the Purple 
Hand poses a significant danger to the 
Sigmarites and the devotees of Ulric, because he 
believes the cult has managed to infiltrate both 
the Church of Sigmar and the Cult of Ulric, and 
he is certain that it is largely thanks to the efforts 
of this malign organisation that relations 
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between our two faiths are so strained. In fact, 
van Hadden regards the Wasmeier affair as a 
perfect case in point, as he suspects that the Ar- 
Ulric’s deputies who advised against the 
presence of the witch hunters in Middenheim 
were in fact either active members of the Purple 
Hand, or at the very least manipulated by them. 
I am not in a position where I can comment on 
van Hadden's claims. 


THE CABAL 


The last of the major Tzeentchian cults that I 
will deal with in this investigation shall be the 
Cabal of Egrimm van Horstmann. 


What can be said about this, the most powerful 
of all known Chaos cults? Although the Cabal 
came into being a long time after either the Red 
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Crown or the Purple Hand, it has, by merit of 
the frightening power of its magi and its master’s 
dark genius, become the most feared and influ- 
ential of all Tzeentchian cults. Indeed, to call the 


| Cabal a cult is perhaps misleading, as its mem- 


bers are almost to a man powerful sorcerers and 
daemonologists who possess none of the vague 
superstitions or blind beliefs of many other 
cultists. 


It is even rumoured that through their flawless 
machinations and subtle manipulations, the 
Cabal holds indirect control over both the Red 
Crown and the Purple Hand (not to mention 
hundreds of other cults across the world). To 
give a clearer picture as to the nature and history 
of the Cabal, I shall hand over the next section of 
this investigation to Magister Patriarch 
Verspasian Kant of the College of Light, as he is 
the most qualified to speak on this matter. 
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PATRIARCH OF THE COLLEGE OF LIGHT. 
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Hills, we have not yet had any 
success in capturing servants or 
messengers going to and from 
the  Cabals hiding place. 
indeed, it is my belief that the 
Cabal do not put any of their 
plans to paper, or perhaps even 
speak, so particular are they 
about keeping their nefarious 
plans secret from the prying 
eyes of the Colleges of Magic 
and Sigmar s Templars. For my 
own part, 1 have evidence to 
suggest that the Cabal commu- 
nicate via other more 
clandestine means, perhaps 
using some kind of talisman, or 


L seven by transmitting their 
thoughts direct to each other's 
E minds. I will find out which 
- before long. 


The undisputed master of the 
Cabal is — Egrimm van 
Horstmann. Van Horstmann is 
the most infamous of the 


E Imperial Colleges’ few known 
— apostates, and he is my own 
Orders greatest. shame, for 
Chere was a 
— Horstmann was 
Ah: , 
. amongst the brightest and most 
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direction around the Screaming 


talented magisters of my 
Order. Indeed, Horstmann 
was the last occupant of my 
own position as patriarch of the 
College of light - burn his 


eyes! 


in his day, Horstmann was 
acclaimed as the youngest and 
most gifted magister to have 
ever presided over one of the 
Empire s Colleges of Magic. 
As he knelt down to swear his 
allegiance to the Emperor and 
the cause of our Order, none 
of us guessed that his loyalties 
and soul had already been 
given over to another far more 
sinister master. 


As an apprentice chanter of 
the eighth circle of our Order. 
Horstmann served under my 
late and respected colleague, 
Master Chanter Elrisse, the 
Saviour of Apesto, who taught 
him many of our ancient secrets. 
But all the time he served with 
us, Horstmann was praying to 
the gods of Chaos for the 
power and knowledge to sur- 
pass his peers. Small wonder his 
progress through our ranks was 





















so rapid. By day he studied the 
۱ pure magics of Hysh, and by night 
| he pored over the ancient manu- 
` scripts devoted to the tainted 
E lores of sorcery that my Order 
١ has locked away within its 
۱ | libraries. The daemons of 
E I Tzeentch no doubt whispered 
f their timeless secrets into 
M Horstmann s sleeping mind, and 
; his powers waxed strong. 


— For three years our wicked 
a ٢٣ patriarch worked his evil. Seeds 
| » Of corruption were planted in 
the hearts of many of my fellow 
٢ acolytes, and it saddens me no 
f end to know that I lost so many 

L of my peers to the shadow he 
_ Cast across us. Such was the skill 
with which he wove his dark 
f magics, Horstmann was able to 
subtly alter many of our rituals, 
redirecting their otherwise 
benevolent powers to his own 
f ends. Most outrageously of all, 
Horstmann actually used the 
Energies we called down to 
"work away at the vaults beneath 
` the Pyramid of Light - vaults 
that had remained sealed since 
the founder of the Colleges of 
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Magic, Teclis of Ufthuan him- 
self, had created them as a prison 
for some of the most terrible 
creatures and artefacts from the 
last Great Chaos Incursion that 
could not be destroyed. One by 
one Horstmann defeated the 
vaults magical locks to reveal 
the forbidden things they con- 
tained. it is impossible to 
calculate the damage done or the 
horrors unleashed upon the 
world by Horstmann before his 
evil was uncovered by Sigmar’s 


Templars and the Grand 
Theogonist, Volkmar von 
Hindenstern. 


The discovery of Horstmann's 
corruption would make a long 
and morbid tale in its own right. 
suffice to say it ended badly. 
Before he and his twisted 
acolytes fled before the com- 
bined fury of Volkmar, the 
witch hunters, and those initiates 
of our Order who were stiff 
loyal to its honest precepts, 
Horstmann managed to free the 
first of the Chaos dragons, 
Galrauch, from its timeless 
prison beneath the Pyramid of 
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Poe he was 
his control over Galrauch once even a fraction of their mas- 
they had reached the Wastes - rey s skills. 
¥ even Horstmann s powes 
` have their limits 7 but although How anyone finds the Silver 
۲ Galrauch managed O break ‘Lowers O join the Cabal is a TS 
p nec of Horstmann S hold, it mystery, although we do know | x 
«o Seems that Horstmann ha that once they have been ہا‎ 
E since managed to bind one of accepted, à warrior or sorcerer 3 23 
E othe great dragon 5 offspring to must swear binding magical no 
| = his SUL Now, when oaths of loyalty to Horstmann, تک‎ 
| Horstmann is stirred from his and of course his dark lord, | 
Tzeentch. Once branded with 
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Che Apostate van Horstmann 


B UN ۹ ao Ce 
to Tzeentch. The sorcerers of 
the Cabal bow only te 


Horstmann because he is the 
{ of them. The 


fled 

| most powerful 
majority of the warriors who 
protect the Cabal are اله‎ will- 
ing slaves tO Horstmann and 
his acolytes, ignoramtses des- 
perate Cor the chance to learn 
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by. We know 


unable to maintain 


Hireentch s rune, the initiate 
وروت‎ never rebel against the will 
of his masters, under pain © 

being reduced to the state of a 


€ Chaos. 


mindless spawn 9 
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covered as they are with a mass of 

ribbons and warding sigils. Many 

of their weapons were obviously 

magical in nature, no doubt 

enchanted by the Cabal’s masters. 
In battle these blades gave off an 
eerie glow that was as strangely 
4 | fascinating as it was disturbing. 


3 ` I will admit freely that the Cabal 
f are a frightening enemy to face 
1 ` upon the battlefield, even to one 
4 f such as me. Besides the terrifying 
skill of its sorcerers and champi- 
ons, the Cabal s war host seems to 
| act and fight in perfect syn- 
| > «chronicity, guided as they are by 
| the sinister genius of their mas- 

I ters. Like alf the militant servants 

١ of Tzeentch, the battle plans of 

"the Cabal’s generals are incredibly 

| E complex and often seem contra- 

| dictory, and yet it is a rare battle 








indeed that they are not victorious. 
| ` The few times that I have faced 
| the armies of the Cabal, it has 
E Seemed almost as if I was a player 
s "upon a massive stage, acting out a 
2 E role that had been pre-deter- 
| B mined for me. Naturally, I 
M- | - managed to shake the feeling off, 
d. „but even still it felt for all the 
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world as if I was struggling 
against invisible chains. A magister 
of less experience might well 
have been lost. 


Horstmann s acolytes are every- 
where, and it is said that nearly 
two thirds of aff the Chaos cults 
in the Empire were either created 
indirectly by agents within his net- 
work, are controlled by his Cabal 
in some tenuous and roundabout 
way, or indeed owe direct alle- 
giance to him. Such plotting and 
scheming as this no doubt pleases 
Tzeentch immeasurably, and He 
seems to have rewarded 
Horstmann greatly over the years, 
making him His most favoured 
servant. 


Suffice to say, Horstmann seeks 
to bring the Colleges of Magic 
under his sway, and corrupt alf the 
Empires magisters to the wor- 
ship of his master. By doing this 
Horstmann hopes to attract his 
divine masters eye and be 
rewarded with daemonancy. 


Long may his quest prove 
fruitless. 
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I His position as a god of magic and 
conspiracy, Tzeentch, like His brother gods 
and much to humanity's cost, indulges fre- 
quently in warfare, and He has vast armies that 
obey His every whim. The aspects of war that 
seems to interest Tzeentch and His servants 
most can be found in the arts of strategy, espi- 

Z. ur 9nage, politics, and of course, hellish sorcery. 

مر Be‏ ا 

Where the armies of Khorne comprise of 
supremely powerful and savage warriors intent 
only on acts of unbounded violence and the 
venting of their. endless rage, the armies of 
“Sp Pzeentch see 106€ in re interested in planning 
PEP „and executing’ complex strategies. Having spo- 
essen. ker witt Andreas Schmidt, chief aide to our 
iksmärshal, Kurt Hellborg, it 
e-generals of those armies 
í | TZéentch are renowned for 
port rh plot theiemrilitáfistic engagements to such an 
elaborate degree that it has appeared to many of 
our Imperial commanders that almost every 
eventuality-in battle has been planned for in 
7211 Wan „been Ban Of poar عيمج‎ 










Indeed, even should an 

army of Tzeentch be e 
destroyed or scattered, 
it is not always possi- 

ble to discern 
whether this is a 

true victory, or 

whether it is 

just another 

successful step 

in some unfath- 

omably long 

term plan by 

the Lord of 

Change. I find 

myself wonder- 

ing how we can 

ever hope to defeat 

so great an enemy as 
Chaos if we cannot even 
judge with any accuracy 
when and if we are victorious 
against its armies. A 


As to the warriors of Tzeentch's armies, 
they are by all accounts a truly bizarre 
and spectacular sight to behold — although 
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CONCERNING THE VAST AND TERRIBLE ARMIES WHO FIGHT FOR THE GOD OF 
CHANGE, WITH SPECIFIC INVESTIGATIONS OF PARTICULAR TRIBES, THEIR 
BELIEFS AND USE OF MAGIC AND DARK SORCERIES. 
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not one I would ever wish to see for myself. It 
would seem that, more often than not, their 
armour is splendidly decorous, inlaid with deli- 
cate bands of gold or blued silver. Having 
viewed some sketches by Herr Schmidt of 
designs he himself saw on the armour of several 
of Tzeentch's warriors, it appears that curving, 
curling designs are most favoured by these lumi- 
naries of Chaos. Perhaps they are intended to 
symbolise the twisting and manipulative mind of 
their patron, or else imd ا‎ entropy of 
: ee 

t is said that a large majority of Tzeentch’s 
warriors adopt a style of armour that evokes the 
appearance of giant insects, crabs or scorpions, 


although why they might choose to do this I do 


Tzeentch’s w rriórs also seem to favour elabo- 
rate headdresses, with helmet adornments of 
flowing crests or dramatically sweeping horns 
being quite typical. In fact this apparent love of 
baroque and often amusing decoration seems to 
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have no bounds, as I have read numerous 
accounts of the Tzeentchians’ fascination with 
odd trinkets and fetishes — be they small chiming 
bells, twisting bangles and torques, or even tiny 
cages containing chirping crickets or dancing 
dragonflies. 


The harnesses of their steeds are often deco- 
rated and sometimes made from the hides of 
scaled or colourfully feathered creatures that 
have no place within the Mortal Realms - 
although I imagine such items would be more 
common amongst the great Knights of Tzeentch 
than His rank and file warriors. 


THE SHIMMERING LEGIONS 


Tzeentch is without question the most richly 
magical of all the powers of Chaos. Sister 
Duvallier of the Great Hospice at Frederheim 
granted me access to some of the poor unfortu- 
nates of the enclosed wing of the sanatorium, 
those who are veterans of battles with the foot- 
soldiers of Tzeentch. Here is a short transcript of 
an account given to me by one of the more talk- 
ative inmates. 


"You're not a fighter, I can tell. You're a priest 
of books. You’ve never had to face and fight 
Sigmar’s enemies like many of your brothers. Or 
like me. You tell your flock to fight against Chaos, 
against change and its servants, but you haven't 
seen them. You cannot understand. Not even 
death is an end. Change is the constant that can- 
not be changed. They told me that. I heard them 
singing it. 


"The shimmering legions 
come for us, and we 
must dance to 
the beat of 


their drums. The spell-men of the Great Changer 
throw their will into the sky, and the air cracks 
with light and colour. We are lost! Why can’t you 
see? He will melt my shape like he did his sol- 
diers. He will give me fingers instead of legs and 
teeth instead of eyes. He'll steal my soul and 
make me giggle his rhymes, and I'll be counted as 
one of his, because Sigmar won't want me then. 
No one will want me then. 


“Yes, we will be changed and we will march 
with Him, then all the world will have His colour 
and His light and His madness.” 


The inmate became incoherent after this point. 


Yet despite this vision of Tzeentch’s armies 
being made of civilisation’s outcasts — be they 
shimmering knights or apostate magisters — by 
far the majority of mortal warriors who fight in 
Tzeentch’s armies (as with any other Chaos 
God’s armies) are the savage barbarians from 
the cold lands that lie in the shadow of the Chaos 
Wastes. 


THE TRIBES OF THE GREAT 


| EAGLE 


Beyond the lands of Norsca, the barbarians 
who eke out their existence upon the icepacks 
and in the shadow of Chao hi the 
Infernal Powers quite openly. Amongst ات‎ 
brutal specimens of humanity“are Tele TO 
worship Tzeentch in the form«of F 
these savages, Tchar is the Great es TEN 
soars high over the world, watch و‎ 
antics of men with His all- 
seeing eyes. Air is Tchar’s 
element, and His 
shaman from 
amongst the bar- 
barian tribes 
believe that 
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by entering into a trance state they can ascend 
to the heavens and fly with their Lord, com- 
muning with Him and learning His will. It is 
He, they maintain, who understands the 
hearts and minds of men better than any other 
of His brother Chaos Gods. 


The tribes that dedicate themselves to the 
Great Eagle are renowned for their cunning 
and treachery. Yet despite their reputation for 
deviousness, the Great Eagle’s tribes are most 
active and successful when it comes to estab- 
lishing alliances or negotiating treaties with 
the other tribes in the far north. Judging by the 
many dark stories about the followers of 
Tchar I doubt that many other tribes would 
want to ally with them in battle, yet it seems 
that the Great Eagle’s tribes are second in 
strength and prestige only to those tribes who 
have sworn themselves to Khorne (in His 
aspect of the War Hound), and so cannot be 
ignored. 


Tchar’s servants are largely nomadic. They 
ride across the north-eastern planes and the 
icepacks in great chariots carved from the 
bones of the mighty leviathans that live in the 
freezing sea. In battle, these chariots are often 
seen charging across the plains, the long and 
twisting scythes attached to their wheels 
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| slicing through their enemies as if through a 


field of wheat. 


Each year at the midsummer equinox, the 


| tribesmen return to their holy places to per- 


form the rites of the Eagle. This most heinous 
ceremony involves the chaining of living pris- 
oners to cliff faces and mountainsides, so that 
the warped blood eagles that inhabit them can 
come and feed upon their flesh. I do not doubt 
that at least some of these unfortunates are 
former allies, who have since fallen from 
favour or have been simply 
betrayed by the Great Eagle’s tribesmen. 


Shaman of the tribes of the Great Eagle are 
both numerous and powerful — far more so 
than all the other northern tribes put together. 
These shaman are said to be the most puissant 
magic-users of their kind, able to spirit-walk 
to commune with daemons and their gods. My 
respected colleague, the patriarch of the 
College of Light, Verspasian Kant, tells me 
that the most successful of Tchar’s shaman go 
on to become some of the most dangerous 
Chaos sorcerers ever to have pitted themselves 
against the lands of men, and that they pose 
one of the greatest threats to the security of 
our great Empire. Woe betide us when these 
pm men ride forth. 
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TZEENTCH’S CHAMPIONS AND 
THRALL SORCERERS 


Since I began my investigation into the ways 
and means of Chaos, I have been in regular 
communication with Magister Patriarch 
Verspasian Kant of the College of Light. He has 
been able to fill in many of the holes left in the 
reports of the witch hunters (due largely to the 
witch hunters’ natural ignorance of matters 
magical), and expand upon some of the themes 
that a non-magically inclined person such as 
myself is only vaguely aware of. Magister Kant 
has proven most useful in his explanations as to 
the theories regarding the nature of magic 
itself, and the deportment, beliefs and 


practices of the many different ~~ sent” 


spell-casters that a 
across the known w dy 2 | 
Chaos worshippers 
included. 


E 
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Magister Kant has been instructing me as to 
the differences between those spell-casters 
known as sorcerers and other magic users 
found commonly within the borders of our 
great Empire. It would seem that a sorcerer, as 
distinct from sanctioned magisters and 
untrained witches and warlocks, is a spell- 
caster who uses magic inspired by the worship 
of Chaos and directed to the service of the 
Chaos Gods. Understandably, Tzeentch is 
often the first choice of patron for many an 
aspiring sorcerer, as Tzeentch is the ultimate 
personification and lord of all magical 
processes. In fact, Magister Kant assures me 

that such is the regrettable 
| attraction of Tzeentch's 
> patronage that there is 
z SN never a shortage of 
NN spell-casters in His 
armies — much to 
the dismay of 
our Imperial 
Colleges of 
Magic. 








Although Tzeentch favours spell-casters 
above all other servants, He does not appear 
to accept just any sorcerer as one of His 
marked champions, as might well be the case 
with His brother gods (with the exclusion of 
the War God, Khorne). Indeed, although it is 
true to say that all of Tzeentch’s marked 
champions are sorcerers, it is not true to say 
that all sorcerers who seek the favour of 
Tzeentch or fight in His armies are also His 
champions. Instead, or so Magister Kant tells 
me, those sorcerers who wish to attain the ben- 
efits and blessings of Tzeentch’s favour first 
join a band of Thrall Sorcerers. 


These Thralls must compete with each other 
to establish which has the greatest wisdom, 
ingenuity, skill and dedication to the causes of 
the divine patron. I can only imagine that it 
pleases the Changer of the Ways to watch His 
followers plot and intrigue as they vie for 
supremacy over their fellows, knowing that 
only one of them will be granted a chance of 
achieving immortality. 


But few indeed are those who have the 
ability, strength and willpower to reach the 
end of that long and dangerous road that leads 
to glory as one of Tzeentch’s terrible 
champions. According to Magister Kant, those 
that fail to reach this state of disgrace (being 


the vast majority of all aspirants) are cast | 


down and forgotten, screaming out their 
failure for the rest of their immortal 
the mindless and 


کت 
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Chaos. For those few aspirants who succeed in 
holding on to their sanity and form, and have 
the incredible strength of mind required to 
harness the whims of change, become 
arguably the most puissant of all the 
champions of the Chaos Gods. For these 
champions of Tzeentch are “blessed” with 
both the exceptional warrior skills of one who 
has had to fight tooth and nail for long decades 


| to earn every single thing he has, while also 


possessing a gifted fragment of the sorcerous 
abilities of the Lord of Magic Himself. It takes 
little intelligence to realise therefore that this 
frightening combination must make the 
servants of Tzeentch amongst the most 
dangerous foes upon the field of battle. 


KALDOUR'S KNIGHTS 


Many are the stories about Kaldour and his 
knights, and none of them end well for the 
cause of man. Kaldour's Knights are mighty 
and terrible warriors, men of great intellect 
and cunning. They are not, as one might rea- 
sonably expect, warriors who have risen 


| through the ranks of the northern tribes, but 
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are instead men of the Empire, Bretonnia, 
Tilea and Estalia who have turned apostate, 
abandoning the wholesome gods of their 
natives lands for the dubious favours of 
Tzeentch. 


Many of the Knights, including Kaldour him- 
self, were men of great importance and temporal 
power in their former lives, some being states- 
men and nobles, and others being famous 
Templars or renowned military men. For what- 
ever reasons, they abandoned civilisation and 
the free peoples of the Old World and set off 
towards the desolation beyond the lands of 
Norsca. The stories I have read about them 
make it clear that they so despised those they 
saw as lesser intellects that they scorned the war- 
bands of brutish beastmen or uncouth mutants 
that populate the Northern Wastes, and instead 


joined together as a band of noble warriors and 
formidable tacticians. Just how such a disparate 
group of men managed to find each other across 
the endless expanses of the Chaos Wastes and 
then how they decided to join together is any- 
one’s guess, although I would imagine that 
Tzeentch, or one of his daemons, may well have 
had a hand in the process. 


The Knights are all mounted troops, riding into 
battle atop their great Chaos steeds and carrying 
tall lances that are a grotesque echo of the 
knightly orders to which many of them once 
belonged. The Knights are also noted for carry- 
ing ornate back banners decorated with the 
symbols of their master — be that the flame chal- 
ice, the unblinking eye or the coiled serpent (the 
symbol of the broken balance). Kaldour, being 
the Grand Master of the Knights, is said to bear 








the device of Tzeentch’s own rune upon his 
shield, both as a mark of his devotion to the Lord 
of Change and as a sign of his master’s favour. 


Kaldour is said to be a peerless tactician, 
blessed with a fragment of the many-layered 
wisdom of Tzeentch Himself. Kaldour is 
respected for his skills by the generals of our 
good Empire, as much as he is hated and feared 
for his obscene callousness. He is renowned for 
his cold logic and utter ruthlessness. Lord 
Kaldour, as he calls himself, has been described 
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to me as a tall and lithe man who wears 


| engraved silver armour into battle that is 


polished to shine like a mirror. It is said that a 
man can see his reflection on its surface, but that 
the reflection will be warped and twisted, 
showing the innermost potential for darkness in 
his soul. 


I would doubt that any vision one might see 
upon its surface could match the actual darkness 
and horror of the creature that now resides 
within the armour. 
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ven as 4 cast my eyes over 
the splendidly decorated and 
gorgeously coloured banners 
of the Knights, whatever was left of 
my heart seemed to beat faster in my 
armoured chest. & recognised the 
mark of the Changer of Glaus, 
repeated over and over again on their 
atmour and garments in slightly dif- 
ferent forms and colours, sometimes 
standing alone like a bold flame, 
often repeated so that it formed an 
interwoven pattern of twisted colour 
that burned my eyes and confused my 
mind, & saw their banners woven 
into the image of flaming birds and 
gtails of fire, others adorned with 
interpretations of the Withering Eye 
of the Change Lord, and many more 
bearing images of twisted multi- 
coloured reptiles, birds amd 
scorpions. 

Slightly apart from the other 
standards stood a banner of velvet 
that was the colour of the sky, but 
faded and mellowed as with age. 
Upon it was woven, with golden 
thread, the image of a coiled serpent, 
its scales picked out with gemstones 








rubies. All around the serpent - 
were tunes spelling out the accom- 
plishments and praises of its bearer. 


By the standard stood a Knight of 
striking appearance. Mis armour 
shone like the purest silver, but 
trimmed with an engraved pattern of 
intertwined snakes whose writhing 
forms were embellished with red and 
white enamel, and whose eyes were 
set with small rubies. At this 
Suight’s feet [ay a huge round shield 
bearing Czeentch’s own rune set on a 
background of scarlet flame. 


The Sinight wore a highly pol- 
ished silver helm which shone like a 
mirror and which bore two paírs of 
silver horns, the lower pair curled 
and ribbed like those of a ram, the 
upper pair sleek and long like a 
gazelle. Chough the helm covered his 
face completely, s could see through 
the narrow eye slits the flickering of 
small sapphire flames. 

Ges, as 3 looked upon the form of 
this mighty being, this coldest of all 
Chaos champions, $ remembered the 
reason why & had left the Knights so 
many years before. 
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BEING A SORROWFUL TALE OF THE FALL OF AEKOLD HELBRASS, vr یم‎ 
"TALES OF THE TRUE PATH” BY ALPHONSE DOLMANCE, SUPPRESSED 18/2/25 
I.C. BY ORDER OF VOLKMAR VON HINDENSTERN. 
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nightmare of folklore, Aekold 


His problems started when he joined what he thought to be a harmless secret soci- 
ety calling itself the “Brethren of the Golden Eagle.” He had understood little of the 
principles behind the Brethren’s complex rites, but they had shared a common goal, 
They wanted to change the world. 


for a better way, Aekold 
ing to devote his life to 


fterlife, so grave were the horrors that beset 
_ men were doomed to be spent in the pursuit of 


Day and night Aekold prayed to Sigmar, begging the first Emperor to show him 

__ how he could change the world for the better — to make a difference. But no answer 
© came. Then, as Aekold’s hopes of ever finding the knowledge he sought had begun 
to fade, a drinking friend introduced him to the Brethren of the Golden Eagle. 


4 گی ید‎ E Ackold saw at once that this was what he had been looking for all his life. The 
4 | A ات‎ Brethren were dedicated to the notion of changing the world, and their every word 
h M ۷ and endeavour stretched towards this end. ۱ 
D ف‎ ۱ T) | 


un Zip = _ The Brethren's preacher was an intelligent and urbane man by the name of Melic 
~~ Rosencrantz. He was a magus of considerable skill and power, easily a rival to the 

> initiates of the Colleges of Magic, able to change base metals into gold, heal wounds 
MEX With a word and change animals into new forms. Here was a man that Aekold could 


Ww * “follow. The young knight was certain his prayers had finally been answered. 


- 


“` Tbe rituals of the Brethren called upon a "great Lord of Change", beseeching this 

> divine being’s aid so that improvement might be found in this world and in this life, 

rather than in the uncertainty of the next. Aekold's intelligence and powerful per- 

m isona lity soon earned him a position in the Brethren’s most secretive Third Circle, 
hd before long he had been initiated into the many secrets of the coven, 


aiai 


: | 


Then, one night, the Tem 


| Y T 
: lars of Sigmar raided his cult’s hidden shrine. Aekold | 7 M عت‎ 
my narrowly escaped their:clutches, but under the interrogation of the لحرن‎ EM 
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Aekold's fellow acolytes broke and revealed the 


hunter captain himself, one of 
coven, Aekold amongst them. 


names of all the members of the 


Aekold's commission in the Order of the Jade Griffon was revoked, and his fellow 
knights came to arrest him and bring him before the authorities of Sigmar. Aekold 
begged them to listen to him, but they cared nothing for his excuses. Three of them 
died under Aekold's sword, and the other two were so badly wounded they would 
never fight again. No matter what could be said about him, no one could doubt that 
Aekold was the most talented swordsman of his order. 


of the Empire's capital, pursued by his former 
feared Templars of Sigmar. In his desperation, 
e of his betrothed, Lady Johanna von Leber, but 
even she had barred her windows against him. He tried to explain the unjustness of 
the assumption made against him and why he had been declared an outlaw, but the 
lady did not want to hear him. She declared that she did not ever want to see him 
again, accusing him of bri ing disrepute upon her family and their standing in 


۱ society. 


Aekold fled through the streets 
friends, the town watch and the 
Aekold sought refuge at the hous 


Aekold knew then that but for Validus, his warhorse, he was truly alone. 


re ui a f, ` With little else to do, Aekold headed for the River Gate. Without pause or leave, 
i 4 71 / the once-knight rode down the guards and took the north road at a heedless gallop. 
Exe Before long Aekold had left the Reikland’s borders far behind him, but Sigmar's 
- witch hunters were always close at hand. Forced to live like a beast of the wild, 
` Aekold slept in the darkness in the deep forests and travelled by night to avoid the 
_ eyes of the curious. His food he stole or bought from roadside farms, and he avoided 
All the while the humiliation of his fall from grace made 
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every town and toll gate. 
d , 1 i T* 1 
۲۱ his blood run hot. 








کا اھ 
At the borders of Ostland, one of Sigmar’s Templars finally caught up with him,‏ | اس 
"and a crossbow bolt intended for Aekold's beart only narrowly missed taking his AME. ana‏ ^" 
و be - life. Only by throwing his great zwei-hander, an unthinkable deed for a knight, did PS"‏ 
F he manage to kill the witch hunter before one of his crossbow bolts could find its — i‏ ۱ 
mark. The two-handed sword had struck his foe squarely in the chest, and Aekold‏ ۷۲۲ 
had barely managed to recover from the attack before the ferocious hunting dogs of‏ — 


i | the Count of Ostland appeared, snapping at his heels. 










M 
| Perhaps fate had been unkind to Aekold. After all, the young man had only sought 
"to escape the monotony of his jaded and dull existence as a young nobleman ofthe 
Empire. All around him he had seen the decadence of the Imperial capital: the filthy — 
"streets and the hopeless mobs of the poor, begging and scraping out a miserable — — 
| existence in hovels and disease ridden slums. Aekold had wanted to change 
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everything, to begin anew, start afresh, to cast down the old, corrupt society and be 
part of building something new, something better. 


His life was in ruins, his father had disowned him, and his 
friends turned against him. He had been driven beyond the borders of Kislev to the 3 
very edge of the civilised world, fleeing for his life and with a price on his head. All he 
had left were his weapons, his strong «word arm and his will to survive. They would 
have to be enough. He was about to enter the Troll Country and none would dare to 


follow him there. 


But this was not to be. 


Aekold travelled northwards for seven days before he encountered any resistance. 
He had seen the groups of misshapen creatures in the shadows of the treeline or upon 
the distant horizon, but they had never sought to approach him. They seemed con- 
rent to watch. Why, Aekold did not know, but until they became a threat he decided 


to pay them no mind. 













As Aekold travelled onward, the trees grew rhinner and thinner, and the land grew 
ever rockier. After a time he came across a great monolith, a standing stone carved as 
گت‎ by some titanic hand. It was inscribed with sigils and runes that seemed to glow in 

| 1ں‎ the gathering darkness. Though he could not say why, Aekold knew that the carved 
jue UM him. He had to know what was written on the mono- 


T 





ty But the monolith was not unguarded. 
M 2h 
€ erui) Out of the crude shrine that stood next to the carved pillar, a huge creature emerged. 
: شک‎ ×۷ The earth shook under its great cloven hooves and gigantic muscles writhed under its 
| .. thick hide. Huge horns spiralled above a bovine head, and yet the creature's body was 
4 ar | Oh anoid, though massive like that of an ogre. In its hands the bull-creature carried 
| f ar axe that Aekold reckoned must have weighed almost as much as he did. Aekold 
| thren: this was a Minotaur, à 


























~ recognised the creature from the grimoires of the Bre 
| a cross between a mighty bull and a giant man. 





" ۱ gigantic blasphemy against nature, 


1 Yet, despite its brutal appearance, intelligence gleamed in the creature’s bloodshot ۱ 
combined with some of the sense of a man. ۱ 















۰ = “eyes — the low cunning of an animal 
۱ kz Forcing his voice to stay calm, Aekold told the creature of his desire and intention to 

_ study the carvings on the monolith. 

De. ]n coarse and barely recognisable Reikspiel, the Minotaur replied that only the 

M Chosen One could find the path, and that all those who could not Change must per- 
ish. Then, bellowing a battle cry, the Minotaur lifted its gigantic axe and charged. 

Aekold slammed down his visor and spurred V lidus to a gallop. They thundered — — 

yards each other, man and beast, or e screaming the battle cry of an Imperial knight, "nw 

er bellowing and snar s th dark tongue of Chaos. | 0ور‎ 
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Just as great a reach as Aekold’s lance, and 
blindingly fast. It hit Aeko 


Its swipe was 
ld's raised shield but the tremendous force of the blow 
ripped it from his hand, leaving his left arm numb. 


۱ , swinging Its axe in a huge arc, it axe Struck a 

_ stone where Aekold’s head had been but a heartbeat be ore, and such was the force 
». ef the blow thar the blade of the axe cracked and the haft sna | 

| twig. Aekold regained his footing and scrambled towards Validus, 

0 = sword from its scabbard hangir | | v 





It rushed towards the fallen knight 












5 chest, squeezing him 
"Eur un armour creaked as he was lifted above the head of the Minotaur. Thou 
ل‎ Bis ribs threatened to break and his stre th faded, Aekold s his blade down- 
orca a s. I k the Min Bde ned one 
- I | Wards. It struck the otaur in 





il pe and splintering the bon 








| forward, Aekold hit the ground alongside ir, 
| seemed to spin and go dark. 









n Aekold's spine. He turned hi 


| "n | 


the stone was 
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stance, os, he could not yet name. Neither did he fee] the need to sleep any 4‏ ۰ تا 
more. He felt wide awake, and his senses were sharper than he had ever ,‏ ۰ 
do‏ سي : Possible. He felt no hun‏ ان 


2 ای‎ < had ever been before, 

“4 a کا‎ His warhorse, Validus, fad یں‎ nged. Its teeth had i 1 
^ long r shied back with fear when o Ww a h grown sharp, and it no 

‘approached: its eyes glowed 


ger. He felt strong, healthy and fast, stronger and faster than 
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wind of the Wastes was full 
all his noble and evil de 
- ven his soul, Bu ۱ 


t one voice was Stronger, and it drown 
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of sounds, strange voices that whispered 
eds, as if warring for his attention, perhaps 
ed out all the others: 
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it would say, “only the strong are welcome.” 
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knight. Prove to me your courage." 


“Then show me, gallant 


On the horizon, a gigantic shape loomed from the darkness. It was a gateway that 
stood on top of a long flight of steps. It was a titanic altar, perhaps erected by the 
giants of ancient times when the world was young and the gods of Chaos first 


turned their eyes upon it. 
In the sky above the gateway flames danced, forming the shapes of eldritch runes, 
not unlike the ones Aekold had seen on the grimoires at the temple of Sigmar, hid- 
art of his training Aekold had 


den and locked away from ordinary folk. But as a p 
learned to decipher them, and so read aloud the message written in the sky: 


! Atde phaosdervaak’zithP = _ کل‎ rnm-4r- 


*Shamelna Tzeen’neth 
cm د - دام ور‎ 


Then Aekold dismounted, and started to climb up the stairs. On and on he 
climbed, higher and higher, until the air grew thin and cold and clouds whirled far 
below him. Despite his heavy armour, Aekold felt no fatigue. 

At the top of the stairway Aekold gazed around him. He had come to the end of 
The gat efore hi to be made out of polished silver, 


Xn ۷ reflecting the grim darkness and dancing lights of the Chaos Wastes. Aekold stood 
Wr before the portal and stared at his mirror image. Looking back at him was a young, 
۔‎ handsome Templar in burnished armour, holding a shining sword with a jade grif- 
This was what Aekold could have been, something he had 








Dus. 


^n ۱, fon set into its pommel. 
٢٣ now lost for all eternity: 
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i 
| The mirror image spoke: _ 
aw ۲ Wi! 
|. "Iam the Guardian. I am the defender of humanity. You are an abomination." 
۷ 3st | ۲ سا‎ 
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ác 0 — With that the reflection stepped out of the portal with its sword raised in a 







— w knight's salute. Then it charged. 
" So swift was the attack that Aekold barely had time to defend himself. From the 1 
before had he met a man — 


^ first blow Aekold knew that his life was at stake. Never 
~ Who could match him in a sword fight. But this warrior from beyond the mirror- 
te was just as fast, strong, and skilled as he was. They slashed and struck, weaving 


为 اث‎ and parrying as they circled each other warily. Now and then one of them 
. parried by equal skill. 






| would launch an attack with blistering speed, only to be 


ointlessness of it all. Why did he struggle so 
nd? But instead of giving 了 
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sword sliced through Aekold's armour, cutting ۱ 


Both men struck. The Templar's 
Templar’s head from his shoulders. 


deep into his ribs. But Aekold’s sword took the 


As the body of the white Templar fell, blood gushing from the stump of his neck, 
Aekold sank to his knees, his own life blood oozing through the gaps in his armour. d 
He was dying and he knew it. Yet he had come so far and seen so much, too much | | 
to let it all end in that moment. Agonisingly slowly, Aekold began to crawl back to | 
the portal, leaving a trail of blood behind him. Now the silver of the mirror showed 
no reflection, only the multicoloured flames of the Chaos Wastes coloured its sur- 


face. 


Aekold touched the mirror's surface. He knew that his own death waited for him 
on the other side of it, yet still he had to continue. As the world seemed to spin 
around him, Aekold heard the sibilant voice again, only now it seemed to echo all 


around him: 
“The way lies beyond this portal, yet only the Chosen One may enter! Are you 

۱۳ ا رھ‎ Ami, he?” 

ol P Ed WU | 
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| For one final time Aekold felt a pang of guilt — for one last ume he longed for his 
er ti v former life. But what had he to go back to? His past was as dead to him as the head- 
Siti less Templar that lay behind him. Finally Aekold pushed against the surface of the 
| 1۳ M" mirror-portal. 
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ےت 


searing pain, like lances of pure white fire, ripped through him. Aekold‏ شض لي 
h screamed in agony as he felt talons, hotter than hellfire, colder than the void, tear-‏ ا m‏ 
ing him apart, separating flesh from bone, raking his very soul and obliterating $‏ = 
whatever was left of his sanity. Then all sense and feeling left him. 4‏ © © 
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p. ۱ ar 9 
` Aekold ‚the son of Graf of the Reikland, was gone. The newly born champion of 


me 4 

j / 4 y * , * n | * 

__ "Izeen'neth standing before the mirror-portal turned around to study his new form. 
e 

T 1 











The pale reflection in the mirror showed a face quite unlike the young knight who 
" — Bad left Altdorf all those months ago. Two eyes, glittering like multi-faceted gems 
and burning with inner balefires, stared back at him. His armour was covered in 
| Twisting runes that glowed in the flickering darkness of the Chaos wasteland. His 
`` sword gleamed with blue light, and seemed to moan as he moved it, its shape chang- 


- ing with each motion. 
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id ۱ 
N^ ~ Aekold began to laugh. He raised his sword, lifting it in a challenge to humanity 
` and all the things he had once held dear. His laughter turned to a scream of hatred 


a nd vengeance” 
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A: the majority of this section of my investi- 
gations deals with Tzeentch, the lord of all 
magic and sorcery, I think it fitting that it should 


be here that I seek to analyse these strange and 
esoteric matters of spells and enchantment. 


Firstly, it is important to know the difference 
between what has been called magic and the 
process of casting spells of whatever sort. Magic, 
so my magister colleagues have assured me, is in 
fact the proper name for the energy of transmu- 
tation itself — that strange force that magisters 
perceive as the eight Winds of Magic. Magic is 
not the practice and process of spell-casting, as 
some confuse it to be. 


spell-casting is the interaction between the 
metaphysical energy of magic and the physical 
things of the Mortal Realm, controlled and 
directed by an intelligent being — whether 
human, elf or something else. There are many 
different kinds and methods of spell-casting, 
from the wizardry of the Empire’s magisters, to 
the nightmarish sorceries of Chaos servants, but 
I shall look at these in more detail later. 


Magic is a force unique to itself and is entirely 
its own thing. It is not an amalgam of other, pre- 
dictable and understandable forces that appear 
within the Mortal Realm, but is instead an 
entirely unnatural thing that comes from the 
immortal realm of the Aethyr. Although in one 
sense magic is the very stuff from which the 
Aethyr is made, it must be borne in mind that 
magic is Aethyric energy as it manifests itself 
within the Mortal Universe. 


Within the Aethyr there are supposedly no 
fixed rules or laws, and so the rigid divisions 
between the colours of magic and what those 


colours represent cannot be as distinct as they 


are when the stuff of the Aethyr refracts into 
magic as it enters into the Mortal Realms. 


Magic has the power to change both matter 
and thought, body and mind, for magic 
transcends the usual boundaries between the 
material and the immaterial. As the power of fire 
is to burn and consume, the Coloured Winds of 
Magic that blow down from northern climes is 
not a movement of air or gas, but the movement 
of the vital and  uncaring energy of 
transmutation. 
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A DETAILED EXPLORATION OF MATTERS MAGICAL, IN CONNECTION WITH 
TZEENTCH, WHO IS THE GOD OF CHANGE AND SORCERY, WITH PARTICULAR 
REFERENCE TO THE WINDS OF MAGIC AND THEIR EFFECTS. 


THE COLOURED WINDS OF MAGIC 


Despite the fact that within the Aethyr there are 
no physical laws (or, at least, no laws that are not 
subject to sudden and random change), when 
magic leaks into our world from beyond the 
Wastes of Chaos it becomes bound to some 
degree by the laws of the Mortal Universe. 


Although I could not explain why this might, we 
“ " " cr s aif 
be, I suppose that it must be a similar Process ل ^« مسر‎ 


(though reversed) to when mortal beings and 
objects pass through the Northern Gates into the 
Aethyr. There will always be some kind of 
change wrought when the immaterial meets the 
material, and, for whatever reason, when the 
raw stuff of the Aethyr (magic), blows through 
the Northern Gates and enters into our reality, it 
suddenly becomes visible (at least to those with 
the witch-sight), and refracts into eight different 
colours — the eight Winds of Magic. 


But as with everything that has any contact or 
relation to Chaos, the situation is not so straight- 
forward as it might first seem. Because the eight 
Colleges of Magic have been named after the 
eight Winds of Magic, a situation has arisen 
within the Empire whereby the names of the 
Winds of Magic are often confused with the 
appearance or practices of the magisters of the 
Colleges that study them. 


So indeed there tends to be some confusion 
between the actual colour of any particular 
Wind, the common names that the populace at 
large might give the magisters of any given 
colour, and the actual Chaos rune for the Winds 
of Magic (taken from Anogeyän, or the lingua 
praestantia — said to be the language of daemons 
and gods). This is exacerbated by the fact that 
these colours are more than just shades and 
hues, but are also the separate projections and 
forces of fundamental, though non-sensate, 
aspects of the mortal world — whether these 
aspects be forces, physical things or abstracts. 


As an example, the green Wind of Magic is the 
wind that is drawn to, and inspired by, all forms 
of plant life. Its rune name is G/tyraz, and vet the 
College of the magisters that study and use 
Ghyran is often called the Jade College. To make 
matters even more confusing, there have been 
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some scholars who have written that the magic 
of the Jade College is the magic of Life, which in 
itself is misleading because such a statement 
does not qualify what is meant by life (clearly it 
cannot mean animal life, for that is the domain 
of an entirely different colour), nor does it 
explain what uses this magic can be put to. 


So in an attempt to clarify this matter, here fol- 
lows a list of the Colours of Magic, along with 
the names commonly associated with them, and 
their rune names, in addition to an explanation 
of the uses that these magics are often put to (as 
researched from the last surviving copy of the 
Magistorum Chaotica, and as told to me by my 
colleague and friend, Magister Patriarch 
Verspasian Kant of the College of Light): 


Runic Name 


Hysh 


Common Name(s) 
Light 

Celestial 

Gold 

Life / Jade 

Beasts / Amber 
Fire / Bright 
Shadow 

Death / Amethyst 


Colour 
White 
Blue Azyr 
Yellow Chamon 
Ghyran 
Ghur 
Aqshy 
Ulgu 


Shyish 


Green 
Brown 
Red 
Grey 
Purple 


Hysh is the Aethyr’s coalescence and meta- 


physical certainty of light — including the uses | 


that light can be put to and the abstracts that 
light sometimes represents. Hysh is the magic of 
illumination, the abstract of high-mindedness 
and consciousness in its most general sense. It is 
intangible, diffused and all permeating, needing 
the total focus of will and an absolute determi- 
nation of mind to make use of it. It is perhaps the 
most difficult of the colours to bend to one’s will. 


Learning to control Hysh has been described as 
being as much a journey of self-realisation as 
anything else, and the study of Hysh is sur- 
rounded by lengthy mantras and meditative 
invocations designed primarily to focus the mind 
and calm the spirit. The magisters of Hysh are 
respected for being peerless philosophers, and the 


ourselves. From one standing outside looking 
into Hysh, it can be dazzling and overpowering 
in too great a quantity, but to one submersed 
within Hysh, looking out as it were, all darkness 
is dispelled and the whole world is illuminated 
and clear. 


Hysh has many potent applications and is most 
renowned for its powers of healing and protec- 
tion. The magisters of Hysh, or the hierophants 
as they are sometimes known, are amongst the 
wisest of men, vehemently opposed to the Chaos 
of the daemon-gods in all its countless forms. 
Where Hysh is steady and constant, Chaos is 
random entropy, and where Hysh stands for con- 
trolled grace and self-understanding, Chaos 
promotes a total lack of control, confusion and 
insanity. For this reason, the magisters of Hysh 
are particularly renowned for their abilities to 
exorcise and banish daemons from the Mortal 
Realms. 


Azyr is the Blue Wind of Magic, and it is the 
Aethyr’s metaphysical drive for inspiration and 
that which is out of reach. Azyr is creativity and 
the desire to emote. Azyr builds upon abstracts, 
and seeks to find certainty within the unknow- 
able. It finds and creates meaning and narrative 
for and within things that are without meaning 
or narrative. Azyr wishes to express the inex- 
pressible. 


Azyr reaches into the future, and as such the 
magisters of Azyr are particularly fascinated 
with divination. Azyr epitomises the pursuit for 
omens, and its magisters are experts at interpret- 
ing dreams and rune casting. They are oracles 
and seers, fortune tellers and diviners. They are 
also great theoreticians, dealing more with leaps 
of logic to make great discoveries than the analy- 
sis of arduous trial and error that so fascinates 
the magisters of Chamon. 


Azyr is light and insubstantial, and after pass- 
ing into our realm through the Northern Gates it 
quickly dissipates into the upper portions of the 
heavens, becoming a haze of eldritch cloud, visi- 
ble only to those who posses the witch-sight. It is 
for this reason that Azyr’s magisters are known 
for their greatest predilection of star gazing, and 
they are renowned for being astronomers and 
astrologers without peer. It is no doubt for this 
reason that they are sometimes called celestial 


wizards by the less educated folk of the Empire, ~ و‎ 3 3 


As the Azyr Wind blows from the timeless’ ^ ^ - وع‎ 
realms of the Aethyr across the distant sky itiş _ 7 > 6 


acolytes of the College of Light have made some 
of humanity’s greatest philosophical advances. 


Hysh is not so much concerned with knowl- 
edge and facts so much as it is with wisdom and 
truths. Hysh requires only that we know 
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manner in which celestial bodies are distorted by 
the drifting cloud of Azyr’s blue light. 


Chamon is the Yellow Wind, and it is the 
Aethyric abstract of logic, the desire to quantify, 
to instruct, and the wish to implement learning 
to practical ends. Chamon is complexity, and it is 
analysis. Chamon is concerned with empirical 
investigation and experimentation (a pursuit 
epitomised by the endless search by many of 
humanity’s scholars for an alchemical formula 
that will turn base metals into gold). 


Chamon is thought to be the densest of the 
Colours of Magic, and is attracted to metal as 
surely as water runs down a steep slope. It is said 
that the denser the element, the greater 
Chamon’s attraction is to it ~ which accounts for 
the reason why gold and lead are so often used in 
magical experiments: one as a magical conductor 
and the other as a magical insulator. 


In addition to being spell-casters of prodigious 
skill, the magisters of Chamon are also students 





of the sciences and seek to explore the natu- 
ral order of the universe, the unnatural 
orders of magic, and their effects 
upon one another. Indeed, it 
could be said that the magisters 
of Chamon seek to find the 
traces of the Aethyr that they 
believe resides in all physi- 
cal things, and find a way to 
unlock its endless potential. 


Perhaps unsurprisingly, the 

magisters of Chamon are 

regarded to be the finest 

alchemists outside 

Ulthuan’s isle. They 

1 work closely with our 

Empire’s engineers and 

gunnery schools, seek- 

ing always to create 

more efficient forms of 

black powder, and also 

safer alloys for the cast- 

| ing of our Empire’s 

| great cannons. 

Chamon's  magisters 

have particular power 

over any and all metal- 

lic elements, and can 

easily corrode and weaken met- 

als, as well as strengthen alloys with 

enchantments. They are also the most capa- 

ble manufacturers of magical weapons on the 

continent (with the notable exception of the 

dwarfs, of course, whose skills at weapon- 

smithing, magical or otherwise, eclipse even the 
greatest achievements of mankind). 


Ghyran is the Green Wind of Magic, and it is 
the Aethyr’s momentum towards growth and the 
need to nourish and be nourished. Ghyran is 
nurturing, it is fertility and it is the echo of life. 


Ghyran rushes from the Northern Gates and is 
said to fall like rain upon the mundane earth, 
where those with the witch-sight can see it form 
into pools and flowing eddies. These pools and 
streams of magic gradually form into rivers, 
flowing in much the same way as water does. 
When the Winds of Magic blow most strongly, it 
is said that the streets of every city become 
awash with Ghyran’s flows, running across the 
cobbles and flagstones as an immaterial stream 
that the common man neither sees nor feels. For 
this reason, Ghyran is said to be drawn to the 
rivers, waterways, lakes and springs of our 
world. This water is drawn up through the roots 
of all plants, and therefore feeds all living things. 
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It is said that Ghyran’s magisters (or jade wiz- 
ards as they are more commonly known), are the 
most sensitive to the natural order of the coun- 
tryside, and so spend little time within the 
confines of the Empire’s cities. Such is their skill 
with, and love for, the forces of nature and living 
things, Ghyran's magisters are often called upon 
to cure crop blights, or bring nourishment to 
barren soil. Because these magisters are so 
closely tied to the vagaries of floral life through- 
out the world, their own magical strength tends 
to wax and wane as the seasons do, being vigor- 
ous in Spring, most powerful in Summer, waning 
over Autumn, to become weakest in Winter. 


Ghur is the Brown Wind, and it is the Aethyr's 
bestial spirit. It is the breath of the animal wild. 
It is the predator and the prey. Ghur is the 
Aethyric abstract of beasts and untamed places. 
It is a savage wind, as unreasoning as it is devoid 
of malice. It is completely inhuman. Ghur blows 
not where the walls and turrets of civilisation 





loom, but through the deepest forests and jagged 
peaks where only wild animals dwell. It is said 
that to open one's mind to Ghur and to learn the 
secrets of its magisters is to become one with the 
creatures of the dark wood. 


It is small wonder, then, that Ghur's magisters 
are known to be solitary individuals, preferring 
the company of beasts to that of their fellow 


| men. They tend to avoid all settlements unless 


there is some pressing need that draws them 
from the mountains and forests. For this, I am all 
the more pleased and impressed by the help 
given to me by Magister Setanta Lobas, 
Patriarch of the Amber College of Ghur, during 
my investigations into the foul and unnatural 
beastmen. 


Although Magister Lobas was of amenable 
appearance, the magisters of his order are 
renowned for their bestial visages, unkempt hair 
and shaggy fur garments. There are those who 
believe that these amber wizards shapeshift into 





Of Matters Arcane and Magical 


the forms of beast. Although I have never seen | pyromancers, as they can control any flame, nat- 
this for myself, I see no reason to disbelieve it. ural or otherwise. As such, the magics of the 
Bright Order tend to be the most spectacular 
and impressive to the ordinary folk of our 
Empire. 


Ghur’s magisters have control over 
beasts and can inspire bestial terror in 
men. They are said to have mastered DAE. - 
the feral heart that lies under the / سح‎ = ee Tt is no coincidence that the 
civilised mask that hides the ani- MI “Ss magisters of the Bright Order are 
mal nature in every human. f AT LAE 1 ۱ held above all others insofar as 
Indeed, these magisters are said 0 is M matters of warfare are concerned. 
to be able to summon the Tal 0 ^ MN Aqshy spell-casting is aggressive 
strength, speed and height- FN VY WA SZ A, and vigorous by nature, and the 
ened senses of wild animals یل ھا702‎ AN 2N bright wizards can summon any- 
to aid them whenever they fi M : N SUR JJI ١ thing from fireballs to raging 
might need. FA LOB. (3 WM 4! ^ infernos to assail their enemies. The 

Agshy is the Red ANNE Zul ZU rt of pyromancy (as the manipula- 
Wind, and it is the / ۲۱۱۸ | ا حرو‎ ZA A tion of Aqshy is sometimes known) 

| ! ۱۳ is not a subtle one, and wherever it 
is employed, great change or great 
ruination tend to follow, whether 


intentionally, or note 7 ۶ 4 
4-24 - 


Aethyr’s coalescence of 
the experience and 
abstract of passion, in 
its widest possible 


sense. Aqshy is brash- |f; WERN SEAM Ulgu is the Grey Wind of 
ness, it is courage, ۸ ۱ ا‎ RSS i zs Ah: | 1 Magic, and it is the Aethyric reality 
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that warms the WI Rite ا‎ NGWI} (| | natural deceptiveness. It is a sound 
heart and lights | / ۴: ， SN | altered and muted by the densest 


fire in our bel- A RKN AN یر‎ Mii fog, and it is that sense of mystery 
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doors. 
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enchantments that manipulate perceptions and 
emotion. Their powers, though considerable, do 
not lend themselves well to the favour of com- 
mon folk, for their spells are those of 
concealment, illusion, confusion, and occasion- 
ally unseen death. 


There are some who might scorn these grey 
magics as pointless or without use, but I in turn 


would point out to them that the Shifting Isles of 
the coasts of Ulthuan are a demonstration of 
Ulgu’s power. How many of our greatest naviga- 
tors have foundered upon the Isles’ shifting 
sandbanks, and how many invasions of 
Ulthuan’s realm, whether it be by the raiders of 
cruel Norsca or one of the ambitious lords of our 
own great Empire, have been halted without the 
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loss of a single elven life, just by merit of the 
Shifting Isles? 


Shyish is the Purple Wind of Magic, 

and it is the Aethyric certainty of the pas- 

sage of time, of endings and of death. 

Shyish is trepidation in 

the face of the 

unknown, and it is all 

sentient life’s fear 

and terrible awe of 

death. Yet Shyish is 

also reverence and 

respect, it is the 

non-divine aura 

that mortals 

project onto 

those things they 

consider sacred. It is the realisation of the 

transience of life, and yet it is also the belief that 

there is something larger than us — the knowl- 

edge that creation itself is permanent, even if all 

things within it are not. Shyish is the dusty 
miasma where all these concepts meet. 


Shyish is a puppet to the passage of time. It 
blows from the past, because the past has ended 
and is gone, through the present, because end- 
ings and the expectation of death are intrinsic 
parts of the living of life, and into future, for the 
future leads inevitably towards endings and 
death. Shyish is our reminiscence of days gone 

| by, our acceptance of the day we now live, and 

our longing for the days that may come. Some 

have equated Shyish with destiny, for it 

does not control what was, is, or shall 

„=, be, but instead permeates and reflects 
77 ws Z ($^ these things with absolute intimacy. 


Shyish blows strongest wherever 
death must be faced, or endings take 
place. It is drawn to battlefields where men 
must embrace or submit to their deaths, 
because all soldiers must accept the possibility of 
their own demise as part of their daily lives. 
Shyish lingers around the gibbets of execution, 
and hangs in the silence of graveyards where 
mourners gather in longing and reminiscence. It 
is said to be strongest in times of most obvious 
transition — at dawn and dusk, for one is the end 
of night, and the other is the end of day. Its times 
are spring and autumn, and yet also the 
equinoxes of both summer and winter, for they 
mark the longest and shortest days of the year 
and therefore the beginning of the end for each 
of the seasons. 


The magisters of the Amethyst Order of Shyish 
have an affinity with death and endings of all 
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kinds. Indeed, they are renowned for their 
philosophy of initiating no events or projects, 
unless it is to end them. Theirs is invariably the 
final say. 


Once a man has grown to full maturity, and the 
point has been crossed where growing up is 
replaced with growing old, the magisters of 
Shyish are said to be able to actually see his slow 
demise, as death claims him in tiny increments, 
second by second, hour by hour, and day by day. 
They see the approaching end of all things that 
live. 


Indeed, these magisters can even see spirits and 
souls as they travel between this world and the 
next, and can communicate with them, after a 
fashion — although this ability ends, or so they 
say, when that soul is devoured or embraced by 
one of the many gods of men and daemons. 


There are those who wrongly accuse the 
amethyst wizards of dabbling in necromancy, 
but this must surely be untrue. For necro- 
mancers defy death and fear endings, while the 
acolytes of Shyish accept death and embrace 
endings. Despite this, the Order of 
Shyish remains tainted by their 
apparent association with the 
powers of darkness. 


















HIGH AND DARK MAGIC 


There are two types of magic, more powerful in 
their own way than the previous eight colours, 


| though they are not in themselves separate 


winds. Although these two forms of magic do 
have identifying hues (at least to those with the 
witch-sight), they are not refractions of Aethyric 
energy as indeed the previous eight colours are. 


These two are: 


Colour(s) Common Name Runic Name 
| Spectrum High Qhaysh 
Black Dark Dhar 


Qhaysh is the force that magisters and wizards 
throughout the world refer to high magic. It is 
magic in its purest and most undiluted form — the 
force of creation itself. Qhaysh is a constructive 
and creative force that encompasses all the natures, 

spirits, drives and certainties of all the other 

; colours. Indeed, Qhaysh can be seen as all 

Y the colours of magic connected 

| together and working in tandem, 

‚though without losing their 

unique and individual 
properties. 





spells of high magic use 
elements of all the 
winds of magic at 
once, utilising them 
as a gestalt whole. 
As such high 
magic is far 
more versatile 
than all other 
forms of 
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All the considerable difficulties that exist in the 
weaving of spells with any of the eight refracted 
colours of magic are increased eightfold with 
high magic. This is not to say that magisters can- 
not learn separate spells that utilise each of the 
colours in isolation, it means simply that human 
magisters would find it almost impossible to 
weave a high magic spell that uses many, or per- 
haps all, of the colours at once. 


Suffice to say then, only the elves and certain 
others of the ancient races use high magic with 
any degree of success or regularity. Indeed, the 
dwarfs, though not magically inclined as such 
and unable to cast spells, can still apparently 
bind Qhaysh into runic form — although such a 
thing is doubtlessly the domain of only the great- 
est runesmiths, and the runes in question must 
surely be the so-called master runes. 


Dhar is the most frightening and unwholesome 
of all Aethyric energy, for Dhar is black magic. 
Like its opposite, Qhaysh, Dhar is a blend of all 
the colours of magic, but where Qhaysh Is cre- 
ative and brimming with possibility, Dhar is 


entirely destructive 

and is the stealer of 

potential. It is entirely 

inward looking and 

self-serving. If Qhaysh 

could be considered the 

pure stuff of dreams, Dhar would be the raw 
stuff of nightmare. 


Where Qhaysh can be seen as an un- 
fragmented cooperative of all the colours of 
magic working together in perfect harmony, 
Dhar is the result of all the colours being crushed 
together to stagnate. None of the eight colours of 
magic retain any independent identity within 
Dhar, they are squashed together and left to go 
sour. 


It remains unclear why dark magic forms, but 
where the winds of magic cease to blow and its 
colours sink into pools and pockets, dark magic 
begins a process similar in its way to fermenta- 
tion. It is magical energy that has become 
trapped too long within the materium and has 
therefore lost its vitality and creativity. Indeed, if 
Dhar gathers long enough in any particular area, 
and is not agitated or used, it is known to grow 
ever denser, taking unto itself more and more 
temporal laws, until it solidifies into that exceed- 
ingly rare and dangerous substance that the 
scholars of our Empire have called warpstone. 


Dhar could be seen as Aethyric energy that, 
instead of unlocking the potential within physi- 
cal things and transmuting them into new forms 
and states, instead smothers them and breaks 
them down into their component parts. A magis- 
ter might argue that although it is no more evil 








than Qhaysh is good (for both are blind forces 
and are aside to such value judgements), Dhar 
could be seen as something that is almost 
entirely bent towards deconstructing, suppress- 
ing and dominating physical things, where 
Qhaysh (and therefore its eight fragments) adds 
to, permeates and excites physical things. 


It is for this reason that Dhar is drawn to those 
beings who seek ill for other beings or for the 
world at large. Although Dhar and Qhaysh are 
both elements of Chaos — and therefore catalysts 
of swirling entropy — Dhar promotes the entropy 
of endless cycles of destruction while Qhaysh 
promotes cycles of creation and adaptation. 
Dhar flows like sluggish tar, and any being it is 
drawn to will be slowly drowned in its black and 
sticky depths. This state of affairs means that 
Dhar is the most destructive of all Aethyric 
forces, one utilised by only the most cruel or 
power hungry spell-casters. 


But the price of tapping into the energies of 
Dhar are high indeed, for not only is it just as 
hard to use and control as Qhaysh, but it is also 
far more likely to consume the one that uses it. 
Where Qhaysh is an energy that demands from a 
spell-caster subtlety, total tranquillity, and 


۹ 


acute sensitivity if it is to be woven properly, ۳ 


Dhar must be wrestled into submission, requir- | 
ing supreme strength of mind, a self-confidence 
that borders upon megalomania and an abso- 
lutism of will that only those humans of true or 
borderline insanity could ever hope to grasp. 


Having said this, Sister Marie Duvallier of the 
Hospice at Frederheim (an expert in the diagno- 
sis and treatment of psychical and spiritual | 
ailments) has assured me that if even the sanest | 
and most balanced of people were exposed to 
this malign energy long enough, then rest ۱ 
assured, over time, exposure to its unwholesome 
energies undoubtedly affect the sanity of the 
user. This causes many adverse symptoms 
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maintains that a spell, at its most basic, is the 
imposition of mortal will upon the immortal 
uncertainty of the Aethyr and its energies. For, 
he says, the Aethyr and Aethyric energy (or 
magic) is the complete opposite of the Mortal 
Universe and the forces of the Mortal Universe, 
and yet it is drawn to the certainties of its oppo- 
site just as acutely as mortals are drawn to the 
uncertainties of dreams, possibility and magic. 


Although Magister Kant, and the majority of 
Imperial magisters that I have spoken with, 
believe that if one were to enter the Aethyr in 
person, the reality around you would be warped 
and changed by your presence and thoughts 
alone, without any need for training or the 























































































including (though not restricted to) hysteria, Ve. x 3 aa 1 ۱ e. / / | Ac | 
paranoia, violent mood swings, a dual personal- 5 p. 9 ےہ‎ 7 2 ( 
itv or perhaps even all of these. Of all the mortal | AW COUP ہے‎ i Xie e حسم‎ u 
beings that use Dhar, only the druchii (or dark € = ہے‎ 
elves) seem to have any immunity to its adverse oa ر سم‎ 


psychical effects. 


ON SPELLS AND SPELLCASTING 
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A spell is the process by which a magister, sor- ۱ ۱ fn 
p iE a 8 : : hei Be وین‎ 4 0 
cerer, or any other magic-user, binds Aethyric Bian BO Som 
energy to his will and forms it into a definite عو‎ d 


form with a specific purpose. Magister Kant B 
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focussing of will, they also know that when 
Aethyric energy seeps into the mortal world it 
acquires for itself laws and provisos that it does 
not possess within the Aethyr. This is daemon- 
strated most obviously by the fact that Aethyric 
energy refracts into the eight colours of magic as 
soon as it enters into the Mortal Universe, but 
this also applies to the ways in which these ener- 
gies can then be used and bound by mortals. 


The point with magic is that despite the fact it 
is drawn to physical things and seeks to interact 
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with them, it is still random in its nature. 
Although it is will and intellect that gathers, 
binds and orders magic into a spell, magic is so 
diffuse and powerful that it takes very specific 
thoughts and directions to bind it without any 
loophole through which it can seep and therefore 
ruin the spell. 


An analogy for this could be found in the leg- 
ends of the Djinn of Araby, for how often in 
folklore do these Djinn find the flaws in the non- 
specific wishes of the mortals that find them, and 
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then exploit these flaws to punish the mortal in 
question? Magic is said to do something similar, 
although not deliberately or consciously. If the 
concept of any given spell could be considered a 
kind of metaphysical container, then magic natu- 
rally flows towards the weakest point in the 
container. So spells must be absolutely precise in 


structure and specific in purpose, otherwise the 


magic begins to unbind itself and run amok. 


To. prevent this from happening, spell-casters 
use. incredibly. specific formulae to bind and 
weave magic into spells — formulae that leave no 
room at all for the magic to leak free. Imperial 
magisters of the Colleges of Magic use what they 
call the lingua praestantia to enunciate their 
spells, a language that was taught to them by 
Teclis of Ulthuan. 


Though it is an even more complicated language 
than the tonal language of distant Cathay, I am 
told that the lingua praestantia is just a simplified 
version of the Asur's own language, which, 
Magister Kant assures me, is in itself apparently a 


simplified version of the language spoken by 


those ancient and godlike beings that the Asur 
call the Old Ones. 


It is worth noting that many of the blasphemous 
texts that I have been forced to read in the course 


of this investigation state that the language of the 


Old Ones is also supposed to be the language of 


both gods and daemons (called Anogeyán = I | 


intend to examine this language in a separate’ sec- 
tion of this investigation). 


Although there is considerable debate amongst 


the scholars of the Colleges of Magic as to whether 
these Old Ones learnt their language from the gods 
and daemons of the Aethyr, or vice versa, Magister 


~“ Kant believes that the language was indeed the 


creation of the Old Ones. They were, he believes, 


the first and only beings to fully identify and quan- 


tify every single thing, state and process in this 
universe, and almost every single thing, state and 


. process that was possible through and in Chaos. In. 


this aspect, they are very similar to Tzeentch. 
Magister Kant also believes that Anoqevàn, the 


daemon tongue, now has a life of its own and it 


contracts and expands even as the Aethyr does. 


` This would mean that in its widest and most 
absolute form, Anogeyan has a word to express 


every single.concept and possibility, and every 


١ combination of concepts and possibility, that exists 


within creation, and also every single concept and 


. possibility that are and shall remain completely: 


.un-thought of within the سی‎ universe. 
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This must mean that.even the vaguest knowl- 
edge of this 


normally inexpressible in the mortal languages, 


and. therefore it must. be for this reason. that. 


Anogeyän can be used to cast spells with greater 
effect than’ any other language ~ precisely 
because it is so exhaustively specific (something 
that is.of vital importance if-one wishes to cast a 
spell without any ill effect). 


The dwarfs too have their own magical lan- 


guage, although it is not a spoken one and they 
are not spell-casters. They have instead formu- 
lated an exceedingly complex runic system that 


mimics the effects of spell-casting; in that these: 


runes gather Aethyric energies to themselves, 


bind this energy to the thing that the rune is 
inscribed upon, and then. force it to manifest . 


itself in a very specific. manner, 


This has proven to be a very successful and sta- 


ble method of controlling magic; as the rituals . 
involved in the inscription of runes are by ho’ 
means as hazardous to the runesmith as the 
enunciating of a spell i is to a magister, and if the 


runesmith gets his formula. wrong, very often the 
worst to happen is that the rune is: completely 


ineffective — unlike with a rnagister" 8 casting ofa ^ 
spell, where there appears. to. be no real. upper | | 
limit.on the amount af damage thata faulty spell . 


can cau E 


But no one ean رہد‎ o a mastery over r magic 
than Tzeentch and his denizens. 


DIVINE AND CHAOS MAGIC 


These two: branches of spell-casting and magic 


manipulation aré in many ways separate from 


those described above, and they merit an inves- 
tigation all.of their own. It suffices to,say that the 
magic and spell casters of Tzeentch (with whom - 


this section of my investigation is predominantly 


concerned) utilise magics drawn through and _ 
focussed by their daemon-god, and.so their mag- 


ics’ bear unique traits. that are otherwise 


non-existent or unachievable using more mua | 


means of spell- -casting. 


To better explain the differences between. Ht fi | INE * 
‚has ‚been called “arcane” and “divine” magic, 1 R 
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have included in. the following: section a lecture 


given by the first. Patriarch of the College) of 


Light, and first Supreme Patriarch ۵ 


Colleges of Magic, Magister Volans, which deals dt. 
specifically vite this, Subject, | | 
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language might denote an 
understanding of concepts and things that are - 
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Arcane and Divine Magic 


Magister Volans’s attitudes towards Chaos and 
the gods in general epitomises the philosophical 
differences that exist between the religions of the 
Empire and the Colleges of Magic. Whereas we 
of Sigmar’s Holy Church (and all the other cults 
and religions of this land) worship the gods as 
our masters and benefactors, the sanctioned 
magisters of our good Empire seem to take an 
entirely more pragmatic view on the divine. 
They seem to regard the gods as a product of 
magic, whereas we religious men normally 
define magic as an entirely separate thing to the 
D ير یی سے‎ 5 

It is the question as fo what precisely a god is 
and how it came to be that has occupied the 
thoughts of so many scholars, magisters and 
priests since before the coming of Sigmar, and 
plagues my own mind now. How can we know 
for certain when there are almost as many theo- 
ries as there are scholars of the subject? 
Everyone that I have spoken to, be they magis- 
ter or cleric, seem to have their own ideas as to 
what the gods are. 


The opinions of the great religions of our 
Empire hold most sway over this area, as they 
are supposed to have the authority of divine rev- 
elation on their side. But I begin to question the 
validity of these revelations. Judging by the con- 
flicting and contradictory dogmas of the world’s 
religions, it seems obvious to me now that the 
revelations bestowed upon us by the gods are 
hazy, misinterpreted or sometimes completely 
untrue in themselves. I know that some will find 


this assertion shocking, but I truly believe that 
we cannot always trust the words and visions of 
many of the world’s gods — perhaps not even 
those granted by Sigmar Himself. I have seen 
and heard so much since I began this investiga- 
tion into the ways of Chaos, and I find that my 
faith in the gods of mankind has been cast into 
doubt. 


For instance, as was referenced in my previous 
study into the elves and the powers of Chaos 
(when Magister Volans discussed the coming of 
the gods), at no point in his dissertation did he 
entertain the possibility that humanity was cre- 
ated by the gods — quite the reverse in fact. This 
is a direct contradiction to the received wisdom 
of all the Empire’s faiths. Although I know that 
our beloved theogonist believes that we — the 
scholars of Sigmar’s Church — do not have to 
wholly accept the teachings of the old religions, 
especially their creation myths, I cannot help but 
think that if we have been mislead as to the 
nature of the Old Gods, what other commonly 
accepted truths might prove false? 


If Magister Volans was indeed correct about 
the nature of the gods — that all of them (not just 
the Chaos Powers) are conscious manifestations 
of the mortal world’s dreams, thoughts and emo- 
tions — why should this not apply to Sigmar as 
well? Also, if emotions and thoughts can coalesce 
within the Aethyr, what does that show us about 
the nature and stuff of the Aethyr itself? Is the 
Aethyr a place that somehow draws thoughts to 
it and makes them real in some way, or is the 











Aethyr itself the fountain and repository of all 
thought and emotion, with mortals experiencing 
only what has been projected onto them from the 
Aethyr? 


I have been content (though not happy) in my 
endeavour to deconstruct the gods of Chaos and 
investigate how they have been formed, but it 
occurs to me only now that the same process I 
have been using to explain the source and moti- 
vation of the Infernal Powers must apply also to 
the wholesome gods of the Empire. 


I must admit, dear reader that I walk upon dan- 
gerous ground with this turn in my investigation. 
For to call into question the nature and origin of 
the Empire's gods, and therefore cast doubt upon 
their right to control the lives of mortals as they 
do, risks incurring the wrath of these gods and 
their mortal servants. And more than this, if the 
observation of such matters calls into question all 
the creation myths, and the reasonings as to the 
causes of natural events, what have we left to 
explain these things? If the gods did not create the 
universe, and do not sustain it, but were instead 
created by the universe and are sustained by it, 
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where does that leave humanity? What is the 
point of our existence and where is it going? 


In an effort to address these vitally important 
questions, I have read through some of the jour- 
nals that have been confiscated from Dolmancé 
by my contacts within the order of witch 
hunters. Dolmancé’s opinions and description of 
matters chaotic have proved of great use to my 
investigations, and the following extracts are no 
exception. Though intended for the eyes of the 
acolytes within the higher echelons of his (now 
defunct) cult, I have found his words concerning 
the nature and development of the gods both fas- 
cinating and illuminating. 


I find that the fear and awe that I have always 
held for the gods evaporates under the scrutiny 
of Dolmancé’s writings. They help put the gods 
into perspective and show a way for us to liber- 
ate ourselves from the unhelpful superstitions of 
yesteryear, and perhaps even control those 
things about the Elder Gods of Chaos that we 
have for so long simply feared and ignored. 


But do not accept my word on this matter, read 
for yourself. 











= -a 


= 7 
A" ار‎ E y E' 
Em sU cul o 


er : 7 و ہج‎ LI اکچ سے‎ 
nM "lt, ١ ۷ =e | 


a 











Aiding the Avalanche 


5 " ‚RSIAL ARTICLE BY 
OR *EMBRACING THE GREATER GODS", A ee ا‎ S 
1 ظ‎ 1 DING THE NATURE 0 , TH 
ALPHONSE DOLMANCE REGARD 1 | ب ست‎ 
“EVIL” AND MAN’S CULPABILITY IN THE FORMATION OF THE CH | 


ing beings withi 
of Chaos - be they gods or daemons 
emotions and thoughts; A WP er p s $ ES A 
Of all the intelligent races, we humans have proven to be the most eager to pur- 
sue the path to the glories of Chaos, and our fervor and excitement in the service 
of Chaos is unsurpassed. This fervor grants greater power to the gods of Chaos, 
and in return they grant us their many blandishments and blessings. We humans 
lust for change and seek delight, and it is largely because of us (not the Elder 
Races), and our wonderful drive and ambition that the gods of Chaos have grown 
so magnificent and bloated with power, 


evil” 


ings that make us 


emotions and 
۳ complicated and high 
نا‎ € emotions and ideals 
Ali 
you no doubt wish to know, 
into layman's terms: over time, 
d Et related Concepts) converge toge 
. " " ۴ is à case of like attracting like, with every 
|. ecstasy, slowly being drawn to one ano ther 
b: described as a kind of vortex of psychical ene 
— tex of emotion and thought. That vortex c 
"Chaos Realm (and therefore o 
Wu the Chaos-vortex is made fro 
- = once more. 
- 
^ "This has the effect of further promoting within our mortal psyches the emo- 
° tions that the vortex itself is made from. Let's take anger as an example. If a man 
or Woman feels a lot of anger, SO Over time, mortals will not only have their own 
naturally inspired and mundane anger, but will also experience a slightly more 
5 8 inatural anger that has been reflected onto them by the Chaos Realm’s anger | 
vor tex. This process is cyclic and never-ending, and in time the Chaos Realm’s 本 


1 


vor ices become so powerful that they cease to accidentally promote in fae | 
+ ‘ m UM رت‎ e | We 0 2 ce NT 
کے‎ perhaps ا مار‎ eet actually begin to do so deliberately =. 


Pugh perhaps subconsciously before they do so consciously. 
7 4 i 3 E ۱ n jr ۷ ۱ P. 3 E ROC "1 i Me 
" VM A. ٠ 
pU ایا ر‎ 





tA yg i 
"a سر سے ہے نوک‎ ۳۳۵ «gent , 
a da aX. cup وک بر‎ 


P 3 ۳ I 
Qe Kin‘ 





of Fai rx "s JF‏ سر 
Ue AAEE Ara‏ 


AS 
PCE wt atte 


E 


0 


Aiding the Avalanche‏ .سم + و 


۳ 
= | 





a A 





PN de 5‏ تد 


pM 





Ed 0س سے‎ 
# P a 
E aa me s 
QUU 
LOUP ET 
- یعس‎ aris ig 
3 > E 
CERA s fea fy. 
موہ رز نے‎ 
# 
- c 
rd کے‎ Pm 
ar سے يج يت نے‎ 
85 
P| der ME a سے‎ 
ا‎ - 
P as P E 
" جب قت لال ہے ری س‎ 


M : P 
ace c o موس ےآ‎ Furiae 


۲ ری ate.‏ رمدم عمد A‏ 








Avalanche 


- 






| SAN 





An analogy for this might be the boiling of water in a room. If one boils a big 
pan of water in a room with no ventilation, quite soon one will find that all the | < 
windows in the room become covered with a fine sheen of water. The temper- z 
ature in the room will get warm and humid, and things will get wet. This is not 




























































the water that has evaporated from the pan consciously coming back to haunt ۱ 
| us, it’s just the natural consequence of boiling water in an airless room with 
glass windows. EE. 
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Slluminating the Abyss 


OF BIRTHING GODS AND DYING SOULS: ON THE THEORY THAT SAYS CHAOS 
GODS ARE THE PROJECTION OF THE EMOTIONS EMANATING FROM THE 
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MORTAL RACES, AND HOW EVERY SOUL IS DAMNED TO BE CONSUMED. 


1 have tired of my lack of knowledge. For too 
8 long I have been sick and languished in the 
darkness of fearful ignorance. The truth (or 
truths) of Chaos and all related matters must be 
mine. I have been granted the right to do as I 
please within the boundaries of this investiga- 
tion, and thus far I have allowed my fears and 


inhibitions to rule my inquiry and undermine my | 


مر ویر a‏ - جنر ی +2 2 ^ scholastic integrity”‏ 


I am no longer willing to squander the magnif- 
icent resources that I have been granted access 
to. I have read once more with courage and 
determination all those damned and blighted 
texts that I have been granted access to for the 
sake of this study, but have thus far merely 
glanced at for fear of losing my mind and soul. I 
am my own man, and not all the daemons or 
gods of Chaos may have me if I do not wish it. So 
I have decided, and so it shall be. 


I have submersed myself in the libraries of the 
witch hunters, and spent long hours through the 
night in the repositories of the Sigmar High 
Church in Altdorf. I have read from cover to 
cover the cracking pages of the Liber Malefic by 
poor damned Hollseher, the dry texts of the 
Magistorum Chaotica and the nightmarish 
verses of the Librae Daemonica. I have studied 
all the books of the Verrah Rubicon, read aloud 
the poems and mystery plays of von 
Hohenstausen, and I have memorised every page 
of Dolmancé’s memoirs. There is not a grimoire 
or tome that mentions the ways and means of 
Chaos that I have not now studied...” سم‎ 


No other man alive and faithful to the cause 
of humanity has the knowledge that I now 
possess, and no man alive and still 
faithful to the cause of man should 
have the knowledge that I now 
posses. But I have done this so 
that others do not have to. I 
have offered myself as a will- 
ing sacrifice so that others 
might live in blissful igno- 
rance of the horrors with 
whom I now share intimate 
space with in my mind. I 
believe I am closer to the 
truth than ever before. 


N) 5 


As has been suggested time and again through- 
out this discourse, the great powers of Chaos 
(being Khorne, Tzeentch, Nurgle and Slaanesh) 
are Aethyric projections of certain thoughts. To 
be more precise, they are the personified mani- 
festations of common beliefs and emotions 
associated with particular states of mind and 
dictated by the vagaries of life in general. 


Yet the gods must be more than just conscious 
vortices of emotion, for that does not explain how 
it is that the gods became conscious, self-aware 
and intelligent — there seems to be nothing within 
the cold process of coalescence that in itself will 
naturally lead to consciousness. This is where the 
souls of the dead-come ititó play, or so I believe. 
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SEARCHING FOR THE SOUL Z «^ مسه‎ ocr i 

| E — Fang pons annia per 
What is the soul? That is perhaps the most diffi- 
cult question of all. Just as with an attempt to 
define the Aethyr in simple terms, it is difficult — 


nigh on impossible — to know or express what 


the soul of mortal beings might be is even harder 
to explain, but answering the question may help 
us understand the nature of the Chaos Gods. As 
a priest I was taught (and preached) that the soul 
is a fragment of the divine within every mortal 
being, and although this is a simplistic explana- 
tion, it served surprisingly well because of it. 


Many chaoticians believe that all mortals exist in 
both the mortal world and the heart of the Aethyr 
simultaneously. That is to say the body 

RN and mind of every mortal 
i UN exists in the Materium, 
1 ۱ while an immortal 
"i (though uncon- 
sclous) essence 
exists within 
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time, within us here upon the Mortal Plane. This | terial, it can both analyse that which is, and Great 77 














1 does not mean that this essence is split in two, nor | about that which is not. It is quintessentially T rud 
| does it mean that every mortal has two essences — | and it is also the thing we use to contact the divine. “~~ #2 
it means merely that because the Immaterium has | It is the thing that spell casters use to weave their ہے‎ i na 
: 2 | u c e 5 2 inead Te 
no dimension or temporal positioning of its own, it | spells. ۱ 9 


exists everywhere as much as it exists anywhere. 
As such, one could truly say that this essence is 
within the Aethyr and separate from the body, 

and at the same time one could say that 
the Aethyr is within us along with 
our essence — both comments are 


| as true, or false, as each other. M J I 
In addition to this essence, / 


But which of these is the soul? The Aethyri eL 
essence or the conscious will? The Anima or the | 
Animus? The Phaos or the Dhaos? 










For my part, I do not see the soul as any 
one thing in its own right. I see it as the 
very interaction between the anima 
and the animus. It is like a 
waterspout on a stormy 
sea — a process, an 
interaction of both 


ES water and wind, and 









there is in each intelligent 

mortal being conscious- 

ness, will and purpose. 
4 This, one could call the 
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it only comes into existence when these two things 
meet in the right way and in the right place. In this 
sense I see the soul as similar to the gods of Chaos, 
only smaller and far less powerful. Both could be 
seen as a kind of vortex made up of unconscious 
 emotive energy and conscious will and thought. 
^ "Tdkeaway 
"stops spinning and becomes formless and dis- 
parate. 


Despite the comparative weakness of a mortal's 
soul when judged in comparison with a god's, 
mortals posses one great strength that the gods 
do not — one thing that even the greatest gods, 
including Tzeentch, crave. Mortals are beings of 
both the Materium and the Immaterium; this 
gives us our strength. Both my training as a 
priest and my studies into the ways and means of 
Chaos and the occult have led me to believe that 
mortals are as much Aethyric beings as they are 
physical beings. And that is the great and terri- 
ble truth, my reader — the fact that the gods are 
our creations, not the other way around, and 
that while we can exist without the gods, they 
cannot exist without us! 






























“all the gods, despite their vast knowledge and 
near infinite power, would be nothing without 
mortals to embody them with their emotions and 
personify them with their worship. This I now 
believe. 


| MERGING WITH ETERNITY 


Every text I have read agrees that when an intel- 
ligent being dies, his soul (what I believe to be 
the interaction of his amina and animus com- 
bined) is drawn into the Aethyr. For those beings 
that were most sensitive to the Aethyr in life, 
such as magisters or the Asur as a race, there is 
no separation between their anima and animus, 
and their souls remain as a conscious and self- 
determining thing. This is, by all accounts, a 
mixed blessing, for although it means that there 
| is no true death for such souls, it also means that 
they are likely to fall victim to one of the 
Aethyr’s many soul predators, and experience 
the full horror and eternal damnation of being 
consumed by it. 










Yet many of the grimoires I have read state 
that when the vast majority of mortal beings die, 
their souls fragment and dissipate, dividing into 
the constituent parts of their quintessential 
t energy (anima) and their consciousness (animus). 
| The energy of a mortal soul is then, I believe, 
reabsorbed into the broiling potential of the 
Aethyr, while the animus fragments dissipate 
even further, so that the separate parts of every 
thought, memory and emotion that it had con- 
tained within it scatter across the Aethyr, where 
they gradually meet and coalesce with other sim- 
ilar or identical thoughts, memories and 
emotions from other dissipated souls. 


















Many of the heretic scholars that I have stud- 
ied insist that only the most deeply rooted and 
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profound ideas and emotional states survive this 
fragmentation and dissipation, and those that 
remain are not a true reflection of the personal- 
ity that they originally came from. This might 
help explain why the great gods and daemons 
that plague our world seem to be ones of such 
acute emotions or concepts as love and hate, 
anger and ecstasy or justice and vengeance (to 
name but a few), because only powerful notions 
and feelings such as these retain any coherence 
within the Aethyr. The Aethyric entities that are 
formed from memories and experiences of such 
persistent though mundane activities such as 
housework or farming tend to be very minor 
spirits in our folklore — creatures that barely 
have the power and sentience to do more than 
ensure a good fire in a hearth, or help with the 
curdling of milk. 
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Yet regardless of a Chaos entity’s size, each 
and every one of them is created by the same 
process of coalescence. A workable (though nat- 
urally limited) analogy for this process would be 
to describe it as the formation and maintenance 
within the Aethyr of whirlpools of related emo- 
tion and thought. Each of these “whirlpools” 
represents a particular aspect of those mortal 


races whose thoughts and feelings have con- 


tributed towards them. The largest and most 
extensive of these whirlpools are those associ- 


| ated with those concepts and emotions that have 


the greatest effect on, and are found most com- 
monly within, intelligent mortals. Yet even so, 
there are undoubtedly smaller whirlpools within 
the Aethyr, lesser vortices that spin around the 
fringes of the greater powers, growing, converg- 
ing, dividing and eternally moving like the 
waters of a deep and turbulent river. 
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Che Immortal Servants of Change 


BEING A PASSAGE ON THE TERRIFYING AND UNKNOWABLE CREATURES OF 
CHAOS, NOTABLY THE SPAWN OF TZEENTCH THAT CAUSE GREAT UPHEAVAL 
AND CONSTERNATION WHEN THEY ENTER THE MORTAL REALMS. 


“hey have no name, these Children of Chaos, 
but they are always there, in the dark places, 
nn رمه‎ itching us and waiting. When the power of 


Aret 


- Chaos grows strong, and the Winds of Magic 


p Cata a a ا‎ 


“glow through the Northern Gates like an unholy‏ > س 
tempest, then all the Children of Chaos will rise‏ 


۱ 7 E حب‎ frofh the shadows, braying, screaming and howl- 


Le ing in anticipation of the final victory of their 
| لاع لع‎ gods, and the spawn shall be with them. 


„How vile they are — nightmares made flesh! 
Mindless and unrecognisable, divested of their 
intellect and comprehensible form. Vicious mon- 
sters that have been warped and changed by 
uncaring Chaos into the things we call spawn. 
عم ممست‎ pe 
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Whereas the majority of these heinous blas- 
phemies belong to no particular deity, being only 
the shattered remains of those who have strayed 
too close to the places of Chaos, there are others 
that bear the marks and traits of the Four 
Powers. Of all such creatures, the spawn of 
Tzeentch are the most bizarre and incomprehen- 
sible, for they are Firewyrms, creatures that can 
spit magical flame at any who stand in their way. 


They are like nightmarish dreams, their 
twisted bodies rippling and shifting with change. 
Their skin blisters perpetually with bulbous eves 
and gaping and chattering maws open upon 
their distended limbs. But most alarming vet, 

balefires leak from their every screaming 
orifice, flames that are the colours 
of each of the Winds of Magic. 


What purpose these crea- 
tures serve within Tzeentch's 
great scheme I do not know, 
but one thing I feel is cer- 
tain, these creatures 
represent the fate Tzeentch 
has in mind for all those 
who would stand in His 
way and resist the 
inevitability of Change. 


THE CRIMSON CYCLOPS 


With Dolmancé acting as my guide, I was 
taken up into the Darkness and on through 
the chill of the Endless Night to the 
Crimson Cyclops. He has spawned a thou- 
sand sons, this highest prince of all 
Tzeentch’s daemons, and he is most 
favoured in the eyes of his master. They told 
me his name, and how I laughed to hear it — 
Magnus. It is ironic, is it not, to see the great- 
est servant of the Lord of Change share the 
name of he who was the greatest servant of 
my hated and forgotten lord, Sigmar? 


narri 
When and where the Crimson Cyclops/was 

elevated to his lofty position and granted his 
own dwelling to lord over, I do not know. All 
that matters is that he exists, and his machina- 
tions reach across the universe and affect the 
lives of mortals everywhere. From within a 
fortress of nightmare does the Cyclops rule his 








infernal domain, Built of stark madness was that 
castle, I see it still in my mind’s much abused eye. 
Insanity had been its architect, and a thousand 
thousand raving souls had been its masons. Its 
very walls screamed their desperate madness into 
the swirling colours of that twilit realm. Atop 
every pinnacle there crouched the winged Furies, 
their eyes keener than any birds,’ searching the 
shifting landscape for fools to prey upon. Their 
claws were red with the blood of the innocent, 
and their bodies bloated from feasting on 
damned souls. 


Beneath the fortress and the volcanic glass it 
was built upon, there boiled a sea of fire and 
pitch that thrashed in its vast basin with unnatu- 
ral violence. Above the fortress the purple clouds 
were torn like parchment, and the images of 
countless daemons and angels filled the endless 
sky. 


ری خر - 


The castle itself rested upon a titanic cliff of vol- 
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d-upen.itefrom. my.toftyac. v7 
vantage, I saw terrible balefiresdick-eutfrom-its سب‎ nu 
eyes. The towers arid4basticns-óf-tlrat daemónic: = al a 
place were twisted THO impoSiblC angles, fen “<< 5 
ing against logic and order, and yet despite this, 

the fortress seemed entirely symmetrical — 

though strange and disconcerting. 


I saw that atop the highest level of this mad- 
dening fortress there was a single living eye: an 
impossibly huge orb of jaundiced white with a 
multihued iris. It watched over the landscape 
and the minions of its lord, The Eternal 
Watchdog of The Sorcerer King. 


Yet besides this eye, and the daemonzhead as 
well, nothing else about the fortress was perma- 
nent, for it was constantly torn apart by a vicious 
and invisible force, only to be rebuilt again 
moments later in a never ending cycle of Change. 







Inside the castle there dwelled the legions of the 
Crimson Cyclops, feasting upon the hopes and 






Che Immortal Servants of Change — 


indecisions of a million captured souls. In chambers 
of rainbow hued fire and water, there resided 
Magnus in all his maddening glory. His form shifted 
endlessly, like the castle around him, though his sin- 
gle eye remained a constant feature. But I could not 
linger there long, for the Cyclops’ terrible eye saw 
me, though I was in myself little more than a dream, 
and he reached up his ever- 

warping hand to snatch 


fi the air. 
me rom. fne eur 


But Dolmancé 
spoke out with 
the voice and 
will of his mas- 
ter, and the 
Cyclops lowered 


his hand and instead gestured for me to go. In 
that moment I was flung across time and space, 
through all the Mortal Realms and on into the 
realms of the immortal. 

- ff 一 7 
gee کر‎ 
Discs OF TZEENTCH, + 7 ets 


/ 5 
The Aethyr is an endis filled with the mul- 
tifarious powers of Chdés, all the many gods and 
daemons of men, and countless unsure and flit- 
tering creatures born from the recurrent 
emotions of the once living. Amongst these myr- 
iad entities there are hunters and killers, things 
that prey upon the flittering creatures and upon 
the shades of men. Not the least of these preda- 
tors are the Warp Sharks of Tzeentch — or His 
Discs as they are sometimes called. 


سے 


I have watched these 
creatures as they roamed 
the Aethyr’s tides like 
shoals of barracuda, 
searching for the 
vulnerable things 
that gutter and 
flicker within the 
depths of that cruel 
afterlife. They were 
vicious and uncar- 
ing hunters, seeming 
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to be able to scent the dissipating souls of vul- 
nerable mortals, hunting them relentlessly across 
the Aethyr only to tear them to pieces and carry 
back to their Lord whatever scraps remained 
once they had finished. 


In that uncertain realm these bizarre crosses 
between daemon and psychical construct were 
smoky and indistinct creatures whose shifting 
forms hinted at a profusion of teeth and 
sparkling eyes that coruscated with Aethyric 
energy. Yet when summoned to the Mortal Plane 
I know that their raw magical bodies assume 
more definite, although still bizarre and unlikely, 
forms. They become those things from which 
they have earned their most common name, the 
Discs of Tzeentch, for the majority become 
round and flattened, perhaps covered in hungry 
eyes or else sheathed in some sort of living metal. 


The Immortal Servants of Change : 少 





These Discs fly through the air, just as they do 
through the Aethyr, darting and turning through 
the sky like sleek fish through clear waters. The 
greatest champions of Tzeentch are sometimes 
granted one of these strange creatures as a steed, 
allowing them to soar through the air upon its 
flat upper surface. - samen am 2 


Discs are creatures wholly of the Chaos Realm, 
only entering the Mortal Plane when impelled by 
mighty sorceries or upon the direction of their 
daemonic masters. Perhaps because of this, the 
Discs can re-enter the Realm of Chaos at will, 
without need for ritual, spell-casting or the 
destruction of the physical shells they occupy 
while upon the Mortal Plane. In this way, the 
Discs can actually ferry Tzeentch's champions 
and servants into the immortal realm, if they so 
desire. However, mere mortals were not meant 
to exist in the immaterial universe — I, better 
than most, know this to be true — and the sheer 
exhilaration of becoming one with the infinite 
state that the Aethyr is, is more than human tol- 
erance was meant to withstand. 


Yet I cannot deny that the journey was the 
ultimate experience; speeding through the 
Aethyr faster than thought, and chased by the 
monstrous predators that live within it would be 
more than enough for any being. But to travel 
through the deconstruction of space and dimen- 
sion, to experience time as a malleable 
uncertainty, and to breathe and taste the liquid 
fire that comprised the very stuff of the Aethyr 
sent me to the very pitch of ecstasy, with my 

every nerve burning with the energy of raw 

magic, and my perception widened to near 
infinite proportions. It was as if I could actu- 
ally hear colour, and taste sound. 


۱۰۷٩ کک‎ = Nothing can or will ever match such an 


یس انز experience‏ 
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c The Lesser Daemons of Tzeentch 


BEING A WHOLLY TERRIFYING BUT NECESSARY LOOK AT TZEENTCHIAN 
LESSER DAEMONS, THEIR HABITS AND WHAT DAMAGE THEY CAUSE WHEN 
THEY ENTER THE MORTAL REALMS. 


H: can I describe the Lesser Daemons of 
Tzeentch, they that are pure and unbounded 
Chaos? Terrifying they are — squealing, whirling 
things, whose form changes from one instant to 
the next as they writhe with the power of their 
terrible master. They caper throughout eternity, 
embodiments of insanity and inconstancy, appar- 
ently with no definite purpose or allotted task. 


The very air around them shimmers with 
Aethyric energy, and all things that come into 
contact with these mad avatars of Change risk 
being changed themselves, randomly and 


horribly. From one instant to the next a new 
Horror is born within the last, clawing its way 
out even as its sire evaporates. Sometimes they 
are pinkish in hue, other times they are of bluish 
tint. Believe me, dear reader, even to gaze upon 
them is a test to one’s sanity, for they are 
randomness and insanity made incarnate. 


These daemons do not seem to have solid mate- 
rial bodies as such, even if summoned to the 
Mortal Realms. Formed from raging magic, 
sometimes taking on discernible forms, and 
sometimes blurring into an indistinct yet frantic 
mass of colour as they dash and scamper across 


| the ground. 


But when confronted with these creatures of 
impatience and lunacy, I found worst by far was 
the total and unending noise that emanated from 
them. Indeed, surrounding these hateful ser- 
vants of Chaos was constant and unrelenting 
babble. Sometimes they squealed with mad 
laughter, a ceaseless braying like the most dis- 

turbed lunatic. Other times 
they sneered and grumbled, 
١ S4. crying and muttering to 
7 | themselves in low whin- 
ing voices that often 
gave way to snarling 
outbursts of unreason- 

ing fury. 


I have seen these 
things, leaping and gam- 
bolling through eternity, 
and the noise of their 
approach sounded like 
nothing less than the 
advance of the hordes 
of Bedlam itself. As 

they laughed and 

jeered, the air around 

them filled with tiny 
strands of iridescent 
magic, and the 
ground about their 

feet smouldered with 

|, a curious rosy light. 
| They truly were, and are, 
the antithesis of all order, 

reason and law. 
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G ONE OF RICHTER’S LAST WRITINGS. CONCERNING ITSELF, AT THE ۳ ^ 


de ہے‎ ۳ 


LAST, WITH THE GREATER DAEMONS OF TZEENTCH AND THE ALL TOO "A. 
EVIDENT POWER THEY HOLD OVER MORTALS. 


A« then I walked into the presence of the 
| Feathered Lord, He who is the Eye of 


Tzeentch. He who is called the Watching Prince. 


He who is the greatest of all Tzeentch's dae- 


mons. ne لصا ےر‎ 


Huge He was, and silent, though His eyes, His 
terrible eyes, saw and knew all. Within His gaze 
lay all the wisdom and understanding of His 
great lord, Tzeentch Himself, and I could scarce 
withstand to meet it. I do not understand how, 
but I knew that this great daemon could not only 
see my flesh and skin, but also my bones and 


blood, my hopes and dreams, my/failures/ándamy 
fears. dr Pad ae 

The daemon’s craning neck sat on a narrow 
feathered body, and His wings spread out behind 
Him in multi-coloured splendour. I am not sure 
whether He was blue or yellow, or indeed an 


entirely different or new colour for which there is | 


no name or word to describe. His hue changed 
from moment to moment, perhaps because the 


daemon did not regard it it as relevant t that. 


Che Lords of Change 


Au e کت‎ i 


F ۳ er E ی‎ = 
beyond all measure of the word, yet as uncaring. s + »= - 2 


of consequence as it was fascinated by it. For’ ۔‎ X 4 ہے‎ 


truly, the Lords of Change are the truest avatars 

of their divine master, and so are the supreme 
nanipulators of mortal affairs. Humanity is 

‘nought but an anthill to these creatures, and they 

are the ones’ who Wings و مث ھی چیہ‎ AP Lows 


cle‏ مت کے سی عو 
They send.theirchampions Acro acr ss the J world i‏ 

do their bidding, undertaking athousand occur- 

rences that might easily be mistaken as random 

or pointless. Yet all such events are pieces that 

fall into the complex and ever-changing plans‘of وریہ‎ 

these mighty daemons — plans that-aré-bevord ^ = 

the comprehension of us mere mortal ^ 


Yet their interference with our lives is not 
always subtle. Change can also be violent and 
sudden, and let none suffer the misconception 
that the Lords of Change are above waging war 
to further its aims. - Ke. 


The most potent ہے‎ o. of Teen ig hof- acar ا‎ 
brute force, but magic — what else? The Lords of ^ ~- ederent a 


Change are powerful sorcerers as well as formi- 


cin ancy of colo zy dable taefcigns. -M^they prefer to remain‏ حا 
"ds uncommitted in battle; its^not through lack of‏ = تر > کور e ke e Gent DE 3 aeter‏ ۱ 


Ae 72 سم ات‎ « Cananvone چم‎ "that th EA Tod of Change | courage or f rocity on their part, but because the 


(0 San کہا‎ „are blessedewith the multi-layered cunning and 


timeless wisdom of Tzeentch Himself? As I 
stood before that timeless daemon I felt within 
myself that His was the deepest and most subtle 
understanding of all the mortal hopes and fears 
that drive our world within its well-worn rut. I 
knew just how thoroughly that daemon under- 
stood and despised the entrapping comforts of 
stability and familiarity. What indeed could 
please that immortal lord more than to see the 
world broken and made anew and redirect the 
course of a life and history? To spill the dullest of 


 müftal aspirations upon the ground, while rais- 


Ang the “hopes. ûli ambitions of others up to an 


unexpected-pirnat of power? = ور‎ P» 


One cannot help but wonder "withe fates 
have in store for us. Tzeentch has a hand in fate. 
That which can divine the further course of 
events can go out of its way to alter them. I fancy 
I can feel the strings that make my limbs dance. 
I have no free will. 


I think, perhaps, hat it was'a playful mind that 
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forces and @antrelthe flow St the fighting. 


As manifestations of Tzeentch’s Will, the 
Lords of Change must be4he most unpredictable 
and manipulative of all the yr's daemons, 
and, so my studies would imply, they are the 
most readilysummmottéd or all Greater Daemons. 
Yet only the crassest fool would take a Lord of 
Change at Hi word „ or Heas more than likely 


| to utter falsé or misleadin prophecies to further 


His own eterfal کشک‎ How many daemo- 
nologists, I -- E pacts with a 


Lord of Change فصاو‎ from it in 
the short tere 2 for their plans and ambi- 
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tions to com yos nought and. beshattered, lig o Ne 


them as twi 
must be the 3majerity of them, for who indeed 
has the knowledgeswisdom and forédight to out- 
play the Feathered Lords at the game of politics 
and deception? But then, should a mortal be 5^ سے‎ 


cunning enough to outwit such a creature, the’ - = 
= 1 
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rewards must indeed be limitless. ہے‎ 
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Yet I am no such fool as to try. More ايد‎ = 
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Do any remember how he that 
history remembers as Mordrek 
the Damned came to his fate? 
Are there any amongst the 
wise of the Old World who 
recall which god or gods he 
served? Which god or gods 
cursed him with his most dire 
affliction of immortality and 
endless change? 


If sucb men exist, tbey keep 
tbeir own council. 


Let Mordrek be a warning to 
all those who would seek fame 


A and life eternal from the dae- 


| x 4 mon gods of Chaos, for he has 
B 2 "An d both these things and yet he is 


0200010 damned. For he must walk all 
E the lands of the world at the 


3 2 


„f whim of the Chaos Gods, 


always fighting, always serving, 
never dying, yet never ascend- 
ing to the Realm of Chaos as 
daemon or departed spirit. He 
has been slain countless times 
throughout the centuries of 
recorded Imperial history, and 
yet each time it is said that Mor- 
drek has been resurrected to 
serve his masters anew. Yes, 





From Hugo Lazarre’s “Grim Stories and 
Translated by Hans Gunther. 








Cautionary Tales.” 


Mordrek has endured many 
deaths and lived for many, many 
lifetimes of mortal men, yet his 
unnatural life is no blessing. 


For Mordrek must slay in the 
name of his infernal masters, he 
is a pawn in their great schemes 
that they never tire of using. 
Beneath his all-encompassing 
and faceless armour, Mordrek's 
physical form changes constant- 
ly, ravaged by the terrible muta- 
tions caused by the power of his 
curse. 


The legends say that Mordrek 
hopes one day to be freed of 


‘this curse of non-permanence 


and ascend to the peaceful rest 
of death. This is a dream of one 
in denial, for the gods shall 
never tire of their games. Surely 
he must envy even those victims 
that are transformed into 
grotesque spawn of Chaos by 
the touch of his sword, for they 
gain the oblivion he craves, but 
cannot have. 


Sucb is tbe curse of Mordrek 
tbe Damned. 
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The Everchosen of Chaos 


BEING AN EXAMINATION OF THE EVERCHOSEN OF CHAOS, AND IN 


PARTICULAR THE GROWING THREAT POSED BY ONE NEWLY ARISEN: ARCHAON, 


LORD OF THE END TIMES. 


l he only small comfort that we of the 

mortal realms can allow ourselves 
upon consideration of the daemonic is that 
the Four Great Powers of Chaos seem to 
despise each other as much as they despise 
us. Just as these great gods of unbalance 
hate each other with a divine and terrible 
passion, so too do their followers, both mor- 
tal and daemonic, hate the followers of the 
other daemon gods. But as with all matters 
pertaining to Chaos and the daemon gods, 
the situation is not so simple as this. 


According to the great scholars of 
Ulthuan, it was a race of beings who were 
both of mortal realms and divine who first 
ruled our world, long before the coming of 
elves, dwarfs or men. These Old Ones (as 
the elves refer to them) created magical 
gates, far to the north of the world, and it is 
through these that Chaos has threatened to 
overwhelm and destroy the world so many 
times. But the gods of Chaos are fickle and 
capricious, and rarely have they combined 
their forces for this purpose, instead prefer- 
ring to further their own incomprehensibly 
complicated schemes of domination, each in 
the hopes of ruling the Mortal Realms for 
themselves and to the exclusion of their 
brother daemon gods. 


Be that as it may, every few centuries 
there has arisen from the Mortal Realms a 
champion who wins for himself the bless- 
ings of all the Chaos Gods, uniting all the 
tribes that live in the shadow of the daemon 
haunted north, and therefore becoming the 
greatest bane of the free peoples of the Mor- 
tal Realms. History and legend tells us that 
the crowning of these terrible warlords has 
heralded the coming of excess and great 


change: of war, plague and decay, on a truly | 


horrendous scale. 


It is said that nature itself abhors the pres- 
ence of this ultimate champion of Chaos 
and rebels against him. The ground splits 





asunder at his passing and the air churns 
and shimmers around him, for he is the 
Lord of the End Times, the Everchosen of 
Chaos. It is through him alone that the dae- 
mon gods unite and bestow their greatest 
favours and blessings, for he shows himself 
worthy to bear the mark of their Undivided 
glory and become the living Incarnation of 
the Utterdark, the mortal Prince of Chaos, 
the Scion of the Great Undivided and Her- 
ald of the Apocalypse. 


Fortunately for we mortals, each and 
every time the Everchosen have arisen to 
lead armies against the free lands of the 
south they have been driven back, for, it 
would seem, the Powers that oppose the 
tide of Chaos Undivided are not without 
their own means. Throughout the troubled 
history of this world, whenever the Ever- 
chosen has been anointed by his daemonic 
masters, the mortal realms have risen up 
against him, uniting behind a great Cham- 
pion of Light, himself anointed by, or even 
personifying, the divinities and peoples that 
stand in antipathy to Chaos and its means — 
Holy Sigmar Himself being the greatest of 
these champions to emerge from amongst 
our own race of men. 


Yet it is with a great weight upon my 
heart that I must write that a new Scion of 
Chaos has emerged far to the north. The 


Everchosen has arisen once more and afi. 


the powers and dominions of darkness fol- 
low at his back. 


available about this newest Uniter of the 
Chaos Hordes, from soldiers and heretics, 
merchants and travellers, and seers and 
magisters. I have heard and recorded every 
story that is told of this traitor of humanity, 
this heretic and apostate of Sigmar's Holy 
Church. As to when he was accepted into 
the service of Chaos no two records agree, 
but the majority of stories that have been 
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I have gathered every scrap of Erle o u ۱ 
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sent to me by my colleagues living upon the 
Empire’s northern borders say he was once 
a devout and puissant servant of Sigmar. 





It is rumoured that he was once a brother 
of the Order of the Anvil, an initiate of one 
of the enclosed orders of monks that stand 
as part of the sacred trinity of Sigmar’s 
Holy Church, which include my own 


scholastic Order of the Torch and the grim | 


secular priesthood of the Order of the Ham- 
mer. For reasons that remain unclear, this 
monk left his enclosed order of mystics to 
train in the ways of warfare to serve as one 
of Sigmar’s dedicated templar-knights, 


strong of arm and pure in heart and | 


thought, travelling the world and fighting 
against the enemies of humanity wherever 
he encountered them. 


The stories say that this young templar’s | 


dedication was so strong that he quested to 
the most remote shrines and most forsaken 
pits in his efforts to find a way to defeat, 
once and for all, the taint of Chaos that 
stretched down from the distant north into 
the hearts and minds of men. But his 
studies proved futile, until that fateful day 
when he stumbled across a_ hidden 
sanctuary that held the only existing copy of 
the Necrodomo Codex, a crumbling 








manuscript written by the acolytes of a 
barely known prophet several centuries 
dead; a prophet and seer of incredible skill 
who was said to be able foresee future 
events with matchless accuracy — a blessing 


| that was to become a curse. For it is said 


that to Necrodomo (as he later came to be 
known) was revealed the true nature of 
Chaos in all its infinite complexity, and 
through this he foresaw the consumption of 
all Mortal Realms by the hateful gods of 
Chaos. 


The precise details of what the voung 
templar learned from the manuscript is not 
known, but the legends say it was the last 
piece of the nightmarish and hopeless puz- 
zle that had slowly unfolded before him 
throughout his years of research. The 
young templar was filled with fury and 
screamed in rage to the sky, renouncing Sig- 
mar and spitting vitriol on all the gods of 
mankind, calling them petty weaklings and 
liars. Without further hesitation, the tem- 
plar burned down the sanctuary where he 








~ The Everchosen of Chaos 


had found the manuscript and killed all the 
acolytes who tended it. He rejected his for- 
mer life and self, and instead swore himself 
body, mind and soul to the cause of Chaos, 
changing his name to Archaon — although 
why he chose that name and what it might 
mean I do not know. I do know that after 
this point Archaon hunted down and 
slaughtered his entire family, their friends 
and any who could connect them to him, so 
that nothing of his former life would 
remain. Clearly Archaon had made his 
choice, and only service to Chaos held any 
importance to him from that moment on. 


According to the prophecies of 
Necrodomo, a chosen one, who would 
throw wide the Gates of Chaos and unleash 
a new age of destruction upon the mortal 
realms, would be recognised by the 


treasures he carried. These terrible artefacts 
were said to be scattered to the four corners 
of the world, but Archaon was utterly 
determined to gather them so that the 
prophecy would be fulfilled/ He would be 


d 


this chosen one and succeed where 
thousands before him had failed. He placed 
his great intellect and considerable physical 
gifts in the service of the Chaos Gods, 
abandoning sleep and all sustenance so that 
only his force of will, and perhaps the 
favour of the gods, sustained him. 


Northwest he travelled, through the dread 
lands of Naggaroth to a shrine known as the 
Altar of Ultimate Darkness, seeking the 
patronage of not one daemon-god, but them 
all. Where other mortals beseech the Old 
Gods for greatness and elevation to daemo- 
nancy, Archaon is said to have asked only to 
be the tool of Chaos in overthrowing the 


order of the mortal world. On his forehead 


was etched the burning mark of the Great 
Undivided of Chaos. Since then few who 
have seen him have dared stand against 
him, lest they summon the wrath of all four 
of the Great Powers. 


This was but the start of his infernal 
quest. On a ship made of black metal he 


| travelled over stormy seas and returned 


with an ancient harness of armour, dating 
from a time beyond human reckoning. The 
armour is said to be the same harness worn 
by the first and greatest Chaos lord, 
Morkar, at the dawn of time when Chaos 
burst into the Mortal Realms, and the first 
Phoenix King of the high elves, Aenarion, 
led the resistance against the daemon gods. 

Next Archaon hunted down the mutated 


dragon Dar-Sorakshi, fighting the fell crea- 
ture across the rocky cliffs of its abode. As 


| indomitable as the tide and as inevitable as 


the winter, Archaon prevailed, splitting one 
of the dragon's skulls. From amongst the 
heaped jewels and gold of the creature's 
treasure hoard, Archaon claimed only the 


| fabled Eye of Sheerian, a living gem that 


legend says grants its bearer a view of 
events yet to come. 


Archaon travelled far to the north, brav- 
ing supernatural storms and monsters of the 
Empyrean, until he reached the very foot of 
the Northern Gates that led into the 
domains of the Chaos Gods. There he crept 
into the wailing fortress of the daemon 
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Che Everchosen of Chaos 


prince Agrammon, and stole from that dark 
lord the W’Soraych, the Steed of the Apoc- 
alypse, mentioned in a hundred myths and 


coming struggle He has fought hundreds of 
battles, and his terrible gods have always 
granted him victory. My esteemed col- 


religions. league, Janusz Hanauer, has forwarded me کر‎ 


many a document and legend describing ite 

Archaon's meteoric rise to power amongst 

the savage tribes of the north that bend a E 

knee to the gods of entropy. Countless 0 i 1 | E 
| bands have opposed Archaon, only to cmd 3 

crushed into submission when faced wi | Z 


south again and then east, Archaon trav- 

elled to the Chimera Plateau where the sto- 

ries say he wrestled the legendary sword, 

known as the Slayer of Kings, from the 

hands of the oldest of the Sharunrukh, the 

first of the Dragon Ogres. This titanic beast 

was the size of a mountain and had suppos- 

edly slept for millennia, its hand clutching 

the sword it supposedly claimed from a 

daemon lord so many centuries before. 

Archaon wrestled this titanic weapon from 

pee 
p i 
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his martial skill and his fanatical followers AAA 
the Swords of Chaos. His captives ares sA 
apparently always given the same choice 7 2 
Join his crusade, or die. Many choose death, 

but just as many bow to Archaon’s will and 

join him. 


In Archaon, the eternally divided follow- 
ers of the great Powers of Chaos recognise a 
leader they are prepared to follow. Others 
who have been chosen and marked by the 
daemon gods seem to regard Archaon as the 
greatest Champion of Chaos ever to have 
risen, and so in this way Archaon has won 
the service of many of the most infamous of 
the servants of Chaos. Indeed, even as 
Archaon’s deeds have grown more terrible, 
and as the effects of his actions become ever 
more wide-reaching, he has gained the sup- 
port of many of these dread Chaos lords 
even without battle. Now Archaon’s armies 
are said to number in the tens of thousands, 
and his power grows daily. 
the hard grasp of the Sharunrukh, and mar- 
velled as it shrunk to fit his hand — though 
remaining yet a great weapon. Since that 
day, Archaon has been invincible. 


The final and greatest victory of Archaon 
was when he faced the tests of all four of the 
great powers of Chaos: overcoming the 
insane sorceries of Tzeentch, the horrific 
decay and despair of Nurgle’s touch, the 
soul-draining temptation of Slaanesh and 
an avatar of Khorne’s endless rage, a 
mighty Bloodthirster. His prize was the 
Crown of Domination — a mighty war-helm 
and crown, whose wearer alone can com- 
mand the servants of all the Four Powers | 
with equal authority. 


Over the years, Archaon has cultivated 
his power and gathered many warbands 
under his banner in preparation for the 
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Che Everchosen of Chaos 


: Archaon has launched many attacks and 


raids against the realms of man and dwarf 
of the north, razing border fortresses and 
putting the populations of entire towns to 
the sword. To the Kislevites his name has 
become a byword for death, destruction 
and misfortune. So great has his infamy 
grown, that not so long ago his eminence 
the arch-lector, Kurt Mannfred, gathered 

| an army to 
rid the 













































\ X kingdom of Chaos Ascendant. 


world of the evil that is Archaon. What a ; 
dark time that was, when one of Sigmar's 
chosen, in rank but one step from our Holy 


Theogonist himself, met with Archaon’s * 
horde in the shadows of the Screaming Hills 3 
far to the north of the Empire. The carnage : 


lasted three days, by the end of which all 
who opposed Archaon lay dead save only 
Mannfred, his bodyguard and captains hav- 
ing been hacked down around him. 


Who can imagine the horror of that 
moment when Archaon himself stepped for- 
ward to confront such a great and noble 
man as he? Using his matchless grasp of ^ 
rhetoric and commanding presence, > 
Archaon managed to push Kurt Mannfred e 
from the path of righteousness. He turned 

from Sigmar’s Light and chose to join the 
Swords of Chaos, willingly embracing 

damnation and, it is said, becoming 
one of Archaon’s most fanatical 
and loyal followers. Doubtlessly 
when word of this infamy spread 
/ across the Northern Wastes, other 
warbands flocked to Archaon’s 
banner. are are Za 


I do not doubt that Archaonz/Z" ^^ ei 


will soon have gathered to himsel ls 
all the disparate warbands of the Er ہے‎ un eu 
north, and when the tide of Chaos ”< ”< | 
rises again — as the various magisters 
and prognosticators of our good Empire: 
assure me it will — he will seek to ch&T- 
lenge the world once more, and wher 
Archaon and his Swords ride out, a ne 
chapter of horror and bloodshed shall vr 
written in the chronicles of the mort calc al | 
Realms. For if one thing is certain about عوك‎ 2 
this greatest of all lords of Chaos, Archaon ae | 
hates and scorns the achievements of the&9e2.7 k 
world he is an apostate from. He regar LE we ve 
the elder races such as the dwarfs and ele Z هه‎ 
as worthless and weak, and the lands oie ate 1 
humanity as corrupt and ripe for punisk#ees.” As ý 
ment. To Archaon, only Chaos can ہہ‎ . one 
salvation to the world. Only by wipiage Lam  < 
the face of the earth clean of the tair hans A 
civilisation and order can the — E^ 
Kingdom of Entropy be born ones v 
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ses known to the great scholars of the Empire, and 
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Éthe traditional elder gods of the Empire; like Taal 
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ant of the dwarf’s prime ancestor gods, is of a different 
` mature to that of the Elder Gods like Taal and Rhya — or 
so I and many scholars of Sigmar's Church have peti- 
—tioned to be recognised within the recent meetings of - 
‘that Church. For now, I shall look just at the oldest 
known deities worshipped by the peoples of the Empire 
— and beyond. — € 


Rhya is thought by many to be the first deity wor- 


= shipped by the earliest ancestors of humanity in one of 


her aspects or another. She plays the dominant role in the 
creation stories of almost all the human peoples of the 


Old World. Though in these days Rhya is regarded as a 


lesser deity, with no temples dedicated to her name and -= 


no organised religion to worship her, many doctors of 
theology and theosophy believe that she was once the 


"prime goddess of humanity, worshipped as the- Mother 


of all life in this world, supposedly long before the com- 
ing of Chaos: She was and 1s the goddess of fertility and 


growth, and she is present in every natural creature and 


these modern times), Rhya is said to control and person- 


ify all the natural forces of the world, although these 


"attributes have come to be seen as the domains of the god 


Taal over the centuries. Regardless of this, Rhya remains 


-in the religions and mythologies of the Old World the 


personification of life itself. 


Over the centuries Rhya has come to be associated ever - =: 


more closely with Taal. Indeed, the majority of those 
who worship her at all in this day and age do so as the 
wife of Taal, In fact the boundaries between these two 
have blurred somewhat over-the centuries, to the extent 


that if one were to compare the most ancient theological == 
texts and more recent ones, Taal can be seen to have taken — = 


over many of Rhya's attributes as the pre-eminent deity 


~ of the earth and the natural forces of the world — at least 
- in the eyes of their mortal worshippers. = 


“Tt is said by some scholars of religion that the much 
fabled “Truthsayers” of Albion, and perhaps also those 
strange holy men and women popularly known as Druids 
(if there is any difference between the two), still venerate 
Rhya as the Great Mother - although according to some 


understood, but rather a profound respect for the Moth- 
er as an abstraction (not sovereign deity) of the natural 
forces of the world. Whether this represents an older 
understanding of the divine as practiced by our ultimate 


` ancestors (as the Truthsayers are reputed to claim), or 
“whether it is simply just a different style of theological = 
expression that has developed over the millennia, 


remains unclear. 
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25 T have = beard ol as a feminine- 


a ing face with asingle eye and- a tear below it, which in 


fis also reminiscent of the depictions and legends of 

ie iman goddess Shallya ~ - but more on this later. - 

epictions “of Rhya; or ‘the "Mother, have varied enor- 
ae centuries, Upon certain great menbirs 


1 E ےھ‎ are ‘thought to date from a 


rec with spreading branches, with the disc of the 
—sun directly above it-are thought to depict Rhya i in her 


= SUD. dm 


= = ee ہے‎ Nature, - Additionally, from time to time, 
rough and primitive looking stone statuettes of a female 
-form with pendulous us breasts and wide hips are discovered, 
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er EE Tase, Sn amer: trappers, 
= rang pers, epherds and the various rustic peoples living in 
a= e mosti = and rural areas of the Empire, tend to 

erate Rhya and her husband Taal above all other gods, 
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h many of the Empire's elder gods, the chief holy 
associated with Rhya are the summer and winter sol- 
and the: ‘Spring and autumn equinoxes, although 
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regarded ir in our times as shes pieceminent aad of 
of | places and all the forces of the weather and 

vire iment that are beyond ‘mortal control. His is 
ower that drives the wind and the rain, his hand 
je blizzard and his breath is the mighty hurricane. 
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or even a giant bear in more north-eastern climes.‏ بسح 
Despite this, perhaps the most common depictions of Taal 7‏ — 
show. him as a powerfully built man dressed in animal‏ - 
hides, with a huge cloak of skins and fur thrown across his ۲‏ 
broad shoulders. Taali is often depicted as Wearing a giant‏ 


-stag's skull as his headdress and crown = - although hèts 
“also sometimes depicted as having great antlers asig ` 


-directly from his brow. 


Just as with the goddess Isha in relation to Rhya, di 1 


bu god, Kurnous, is said by some to be an aspect of Tall," 


being as He is the antlered master of the forests and SS 


e the birth of Sigmar, etchings of a. 


animals within chem; and the husbahd of the MothME == = 
Goddess, Isha (as Taal is-the husband of the Mother God- V : 


dess, Rhya). Kurnous-is always portrayed as half man (ûr 


elf) and half stag, with an elven body but the antlers and 


hind legs of a stag, and standing over nine feet راد‎ 1 


Although it seems obvious that, as a god, Kurnous mutt 
also be able to take the form of any wild creature Be 


chooses, or indeed manifest himself in à more human 1 


aspect as Taal. 


In any event, in the human world the god we call Taalgs - 
worshipped just as.with his wife, Rhya, predominantly by 


-those people most reliant on managing and appeasing the ~; 


t wich only Sigmar (as the Empire’ $ great patron and pro- - 


-woods — the forefathers of Sigmar required the aid ofi x x 


des ہت‎ 1 believe some Ei 


natural world, like farmers or woodsmen. The prime holy 1 
day for Taal falls upon the Spring equinox, as it marks tbe 
rebirth of nature. However, the holy days of Ulric (Taalts- 
brother deity) are also kept as minor festivals by Taak 
devotees, as indeed are the holy days of Rhya in certas 
parts of the Old World. 


Ulric is another of the elder deities of the Old World, 
Although nor as old as Rhya, or his brother Taal, there aye 
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scholars who maintain that by the time of the great migra Ê 3 


tions when the tribes of the Unberogens and the وےت۔'‎ ۵۸ 
gens began taming the lands that would become > 
Empire, Ulric had become the prime god of our warlike 
ancestors. During those times, Chaos had long infected - 
the world with its corruption and all manner of dangeroys 
and unclean creatures had been spawned that had no plage 
within the lands of men. As such, despite their pre-emit, 


nence as the deities presiding over all. of nature and ty Y 
forces, the worship of Taal and Rhya became secondary foy t 
-that of Ulric, who was (and is) predominantly a martial * 


god. - - 


= Whether this was because the power of Rhya and Taal P : 
was seen to retreat before the seeping corruption = = 


Chaos, or whether it was because in those exceedingly - 


harsh times — with countless-orcs and goblins ravaging the | 
land and the forces of Chaos lurking- within the dat = 


god who would strengthen their arms and their backs fae 


the fight against the enemies of humanity as much, if nåt 


more, than divinities who assured bountiful harvests and : 


clement weather. Life was hard in rural areas, so itis feisty کے‎ 









assume that Ulric, who is firstly a god of martial prowess, 
strength - of arm, bravery and self-reliance, should have 


-come to be venerated as the most impura and relevant 4 
deity of the time. 2 3 


-Bothi in ancient times and oe 
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= and His priests flee: prayers and sometimes sacrifices. 二 
mour, ¬ Mannan is sought to be pacified at the Autumn equinox as- 
and the unending struggle- to this is the start of the stormy season, and in His aspect of -= 
| Diis sand he i is: said to look . Stromfels, - pirates across the Old World are said to pay- 
سے 6 تا‎ disloyal particular veneration to Manann on the Spring equinox, as 
AI ۱ = >= is s held sacred as the start of their main hunting sea- 


of Ulric is natur: = = the. north - 
in he کے‎ around. the very centre of his 
Spe en paris of the. Tur CLASSICAL Gops 

inter gol سب و‎ š reese m days, “Suffice to say, not all the gods that are worshipped within 

ebed ih thelighting of huge bonfires our great Empire find the roots of their veneration actu- 

tests of strength ‚and martial ally within the borders of the Empire. Indeed, some of the 

ing of great fe - —- Empire’s most important deities were largely unknown to 

= = “of Ta == = ts our tribal ancestors before and at the time of Sigmar. 
= the ; 3 == Fe E These gods that I have termed “Classical” are those that - A 
have come to the Empire from the ancient lands of Tilea — $ 

- and south-eastern Estalia — lands whose cities and cul- 

tures were built upon the physical and’cultural ruins of 

- the elves that populated the area millennia before the 


coming of man. 


‚It is my considered opinion as both a scholar of religion 

and Magister-Patriarch of the College of Light, and there- E 

1mllennia-a ead i is sometimes Sa Ss asa fore a student of what little elven history is available to > 
E سب‎ 2 or gigantic leviathan, humanity, that it is because of the ancestral Tileans’ and 
-o öthers. “Far to the south of Tilea, the  Estalians’ exposure to, and subsequent obsession with, 


Manann as the most important the countless ruins and artefacts of the elves that scatter — =‏ م 
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their worship is directed towards - their lands, that their earliest gods are depicted as civilised 
most ferocious and destructive aspect, entities, dressed and armoured in a manner that is at odds | 
rhe = =- =e the name Stromfels: with the primal and barbaric appearance of the Empire’s 
hark Lord and ing pof fth | ne g Seas: = = elder gods, discussed previously in this piece. More than 
= 二 this, the classical gods personify more specific and = 
abstract concepts than the Empire’s Elder gods, perhaps - = 
indicating the more complex outlook of the Tileans’ and 
Estalians' ancestors with regard to what was most impor- 
- tang in their lives.-So where the gods of the Empire's trib- 
al ancestors embody wild and untameable forces, the clas 
sical deities preside over and embody such things as learn- 
ing; justice, wisdom, mercy, charity, statecraft and the arts 


of warfare (as opposed to the strength of arm, courage and 


EBD. nin die more common and brutal strength promoted by Ulric), 
ninates in coastal: regions, particular- = 


-shore-side - Cities whose economies are ~The Classical Gods are: 


upon trade by sea {like Marienburg in the Morr is the God of Endings and Death = the guide and 
tand Erengrad to the north). However, fish- ` guardian along the path of All That Is Before and All That > 
کے‎ d sailors from every part of the Old World have - Comes After. He is perhaps the most important of all the - 
particular devotion to Manann, whether they ply their Classical Gods, both in Tilea and Estalia and in the — 7 
e on the sea or upon the great 1 rivers and lakes of the Empire itself, for it is Morr who guides the spirits of the — = t=] 
orld, because their income and lives rest upon dead through the realms of Limbo to the Afterworlds of ۱ 
„within ا‎ the : Sea Lord" 3 good. graces. == ^ — the gods = the places that await all once the mortal coil has 


thya and T ۱ -also ` been shed. 
5 tthe pantheon of the elves — that of Math- 


DIIS Morr is said to have taught mankind's earliest ancestors - 
Haus , the devotees file ae within our good pow to prepare the dead for the hereafter, ensuring that - 

۱ EI that the 8 7. they are prepared for their journey to whatever afterworld — 
awaits them and that their bodies and spirits cannot be - 

nn بسن‎ i zu -raised once more as slaves to vile sorcerers and necro ~ RE 

pr e ete - —mancers, It is said that unless a body and soul is specifi << 
See nn and tempest. Mathlann i 15 cally dedicated to a particular god, those who are buried — 
HR GEpictt e PE | De Seashell as bist crow- or burned without the proper funerary rites taught to us = 
SS Dare —by Morr are doomed to wander the sunless lands of Hm 
neither: E inan in afterworld x rd nor i in this: nor i 
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rayers ar dawn and dusk, as above all, Morr is a god of 
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nen most US asa E dignified 
=woman of handsome appearance and serious bearing. In 
her right hand she carries a quill symbolising the prima- 
-of the written law, and i in-her left hand she carries 
weighing scales- symbolising” her impartiality and her 

re r-justi ice based 1 upon “facts. Indeed, within her 
Verena is-often depicted seated upon a throne, 
| en book on her lap, a quill in her hand and a great 
E 2 shoulder. Sometimes Verena is depicted in the 
سوج‎ of a glorious owl of uncertain breed, and it is said 

es eis in this form. that she has most commonly 
ea are ۳۳ OEE She i is s also said to have 1 mani- = 
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try to allay, whether it be of the body, mind or soul =; 


` those mortals who have given their souls and bodies ov 


- with the elven goddess Isha, the Bretonnian’s Lady, and 


- Old World, mostly by physicians and healers, althou 


` course, open to interpretation. It is my | belief th 


- even older gods of the elves. How this might : reflect up is 





like the cities of Altdorf and Nuln. = 





year, وچ ہے‎ to-a lesser extent the first de; of each -= 
“month and-each week are also considered sacred to her —— 





es 228 
و وگ‎ isa aides کے‎ War, and is the daughter of Ver- 1 

-ena and Morr within the Classical Pantheon. Where Ulric 

— presides over raw courage, strength of arm and the battle 

prowess of warriors as individuals, Myrmidia is the 

patron of the art and science of warfare, including strate- 

gy, codified martial arts, tactical manoeuvrings, profes- 

—sienalsoldiery and military structures. y 
—Myrmidia is most commonly portrayed as a tall, well- 

proportioned and muscular woman, armed and armoured 

in style of the soldiers of south-eastern Estalia — > E 
although she is also depicted quite frequently in the form 三 à 
of a golden eagle. Myrmidia has no specific holy days, — xe 
although her followers often call upon. her and offer sac- =] 3 
rifices before and after battles and other military cam- — = se 
paigns. E 5 
Shallya is the prime goddess of the practice of medicine, — > | 
healing, charity and mercy throughout the Old World. 3 k 
Said to be the daughter of Verena and Morr, she is depiet- -== 3 
ed as a young, beautiful maiden whose eyes perpetually - - 3 “3 
well with tears of boundless compassion and sorrow for - E E 
the suffering of mankind, although she is also quite often — = A 


portrayed in the form of a white dove. 


The devotees of Shallya are renowned as the greatest. 
healers and physicians i in the Old World, epitomise 









who has been so helpful to me throughout. my researc 


es. There is no ailment that the sisters of Shallya do n 


so it is through-this that one can ascertain the predil 
tions of their goddess, sweet Shallya. In fact the o 
beings that Shallya and her devotees will not tolerate 


to Nurgle, whom the sisters call the Lord of Plagues. 


—Itappears that Shallya shares certain traits in comm 


Rhya, whether this similarity be in her emphasis 
mercy to the weak, the depictions of her eyes wellin 
with tears for mortals, or her interest in promoting. nd 4 
sustaining healthy life: What significance this might h 
(if any) I am not yet fully confident to speculate upon. 
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any person suffering from some ailment or other 2 
offer prayers to her. Like her father, Morr, Shallya has no. \ 
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Che Unaligned Powers and How They Came to Be 


BEING AN ESSAY BY THE FOUL HERETIC MARQUIS ALPHONSE DOLMANCE, 
WHICH HAS MUCH OF RELEVANCE TO SAY ON THE NATURE OF 
CHAOS UNDIVIDED. 


A s I have sought to demonstrate in my 
L کے‎ previous enlightening papers, the Great 
Powers that are Khorne, Tzeentch, Nurgle 
and Slaanesh are but coalescences of partic- 
ular mortal emotions and thoughts, bound 
together by an encompassing concept. To be 
more precise, these coalescences are formed 
from common beliefs and emotions associat- 
ed with particular states of mind. When a 
mortal, or other intelligent creature dies, his 
soul drifts in the warp. There it meets and 
coalesces with other souls, either in frag- 
ments or (more rarely amongst us poor 
humans) as a unified whole with which it 
has an affinity. These could be seen as vor- 
tices of energy within the Aethyr, whirlpools 
made up of soul and psyche-fragments 
which share a common residual belief or else 
reflect the same emotion. As only the 
most powerful and enlightened 

beings survive death with their 

souls intact, for most of us 

only deeply rooted emotional 

drives survive death still 

attached to our vagrant 

souls, and so these souls 

are not a full or rounded 

reflection of the mortal 

they were central to in 

life, but instead reflects 

only mortals’ core 

beliefs or most strongly 

felt emotions. 


As any truly enlight- 
ened individual knows, 
the four Great Powers 
have their own pan- 
theons of daemons, 
given form by their 
divine masters and are 
personified from and 
driven by a part of 
their masters’ will or 
personality. The essence 
that causes these dae- 
mons to exist can be 
reclaimed by their Power 
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should he wish, dissolving their energy back 
into the Power from which it came. Howev- 
er, there are other vortices within the Aethyr 
— lesser vortices spinning around the fringes 
of greater Powers, growing, converging, 
dividing and eternally moving like the tur- 
bulent waters of a deep and troubled river. 
These are “independent” daemons that owe 
no direct allegiance to any one of the Great 
Powers. Though such entities are but small 
parts of the Aethyr, far tinier than the Great 
Powers, they are, or at least can be, fully con- 
scious. 

Daemons of this kind are likely to have 
more directly mortal origins than the dae- 
mons of the Greater Powers (like the glori- 
ous daemonettes of my darkling prince, 

Slaanesh). A champion of Chaos in 
its Undivided glory owes his or 
her allegiance to no one Power, 
and so may ascend to daemo- 
nancy without owing his trans- 
figured existence to any one 
daemon god. In fact, one could 
argue that there are as many 
entities within the Aethyr, con- 
sclous and pre-conscious, as 
there are emotions and con- 
cepts (or any combination of 
the two), that any intelligent 
race can and has conceived. 
However, these entities 
would, and do, vary consid- 
erably in strength and influ- 
ence — simply look at the 
rather pathetic halfling gods 
of home and hearth in com- 
parison to the Great Gods of 
Chaos! 


Others of these “independent” 
entities are born from an 
amalgam of highly focused 
souls that are drawn together 
after death. This is an unusual 


occurrence, especially from 
amongst our own spiritually 
weak race of humanity. But 


























































nevertheless, daemons and minor deities have 
doubtlessly become manifest due to great 
tragedies involving the sudden death of 
several people at once under particularly 
horrifying or heroic circumstances. The souls 
of the group pass into the Aethyr at the same 
time. Perhaps their material proximity 
ensuring their Aethyric proximity (although I 
could not attest to this with any certainty) and 
the circumstances of their death ensure a 
psychical commonality that draws them 
together into a single metaphysical vortex. 


The resulting Aethyric being has charac- 
ter and motivations dominated by the 
events or emotions elicited by a common 
death. Such daemons may result from the 
heroic last stand of a group of warriors or 
the slow starvation of a group of people 
becalmed at sea. Yet even more unusual are 
those amongst the worshippers of Chaos 
who choose not to seek the attention of a 
patron daemon or god, but who instead 
form a death cult whose members make a 
pact to live in a certain extreme way (per- 
haps as murderers who kill in a particular 
way, or hedonists who all indulge in the 
exact same vices in the exact same way), 


thereby establishing a commonality of per- | 


sonality and shared experience. After a 
decade or two of doing this, and if they 
haven’t been arrested, killed or have unwit- 
tingly attracted the attentions of an existing 
Aethyric being, these cultists slay them- 
selves at the same location and time, believ- 


ing that their souls will converge within the | 


Chaos Realm to form an immortal daemon. 
If you were to ask me, such bids for immor- 
tality are just as dangerous as choosing to 
take the path of a magus or champion, and 
perhaps even less likely to succeed. 


Yet more of these “independent” daemons 
seem merely to exist, without deriving 
directly from any mortal of this world's 
races and civilisations. Perhaps they are 
conjoined souls and psyches of creatures 
that lived in an unimaginably early time 
before the time of men, dwarfs or elves; 
ancient powers whose potency has waned 
to the point where they are but minor vor- 


could be metaphysical coalescences of the 
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of things we regard as inanimate but which 


tices in the ocean of Chaos. Or indeed they 
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psychical emanations of creatures that we 
understand nothing of — the Aethyric forms 


might cause their own unique Aethyric dis- 
turbances such as trees, streams, rocks or 
indeed the entirety of the world itself. 


Undoubtedly there is no single explana- 
tion for the existence of countless beings that 
occupy the Chaos Realm, and I am certain 
that many may have an origin which 5 
wholly unique and inexplicable in mortal 
terms. 


Yet having said all of this, I have put 
“independent” within parenthesis in this 
paper for a reason. There are mystics 
amongst those who have embraced the 
truth proffered by the Chaos Gods who 
state that all the gods and daemons, “good”, 
“bad” and indifferent are all part of the 
same infinite-eternal of Chaos — that 
there is one all-encompassing 
force of the divine: the 
Great Undivided. In 
truth, the Great Uniters of 
the past who have forged 
the ecstatic legions of 
Chaos together into one 
emancipating force have 
personified and preached 
this very truth. But then if 
there is simply one great 
divine force (though I 
would hesitate to call it a 
single conscious divini- 
ty), it would have a 
million, million 
faces, each of which 
being an  inde- 
pendently moti- 
vated conscious- 


nesses that may |! | ~ fA Y. 
even exist in K : i 
opposition to ` y f "^ 


each other from 
time to time, even 725 
though they are all ا مم‎ 
part of the same thing. / 

But then, such is the if ۸ 
gloriously surprising / U 
and ever-changing /| | 
joy that is Chaos. | 
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I n my mind and through my waking 
hours I have seen and I have trembled 
before He That Is The Harbringer, the 
Shadowlord, and Darkling Master - 
Be’lakor, the Messenger of the Great Undi- 
vided. Taken from my body, I have followed 
this prince amongst daemons from his mor- 
tal birth to his most recent incarnation. I 
have seen the horror that he shall visit upon 
the Mortal Realms, and I despair. 


Long ago, through the mists of pre-history, 
the scourge of Chaos erupted into this Mor- 
tal Realm. Many natural things were con- 
sumed by the raw horror of the Aethyr, and 
many unnatural things were loosed upon 


the world. From amongst the mortal peoples | 


who populated the world in that distant 
time, there were those who chose or were 


drawn into the worship of the Dark Powers | 


of Chaos, none more so than the being who 
would one day become known as Be’ lakor. 


What his mortal name was, and whether 
he was man, elf, dwarf or one of some other 
long forgotten race, are facts lost to history. 

But whatever the ins and outs of it, this 
being, this betrayer of the non-aethyric 
world, was the first mortal made immortal 
— he was the first mortal being raised to 
daemonancy, the first daemon prince, 
favoured by Chaos in all its Undivided hor- 
ror What he did to deserve this blessing 


and curse is now not remembered, though it | 


must have been great and terrible indeed, 
for his rule stretched across almost all the 
lands of the world for many centuries. 
However, his pride and his arrogance were 
to prove his undoing. Worshipped by count- 
less tribes and peoples over the centuries, 
Be’lakor came to think himself equal to the 
Greater Gods, and in time this raised the ire 
of the Four. Though he acted with the 
wrath of his brother gods as well as his 
own, it was the Changer of Ways who final- 
ly raised his hand against Be'lakor. The 
first daemon prince was cursed to become 
the Spirit of Chaos Undivided, taking on 
the mantle of the Harbinger, He Who 
Crowns Conquerors. 


Be'lakor the Spirit of Chaos 


BEING IN THE MAIN A DESCRIPTION OF BE’ LAKOR, THE DAMNED FIRST 
PRINCE OF DAEMONS, HIS PAIN AND CURSE, AND SUBSEQUENT LIBERATION 
FROM THE CHAINS THAT BOUND HIM. 


| favour of the Great Four, but this enforced 


| curse to crown Asavar as the Everchosen of 












The curse bound Be’lakor to exist incor- 
poreally in a limbo of utter madness, and it 
has been his doom to watch other mortal 
Champions of Chaos ascend to greatness 
and lead the forces of Entropy in his place. 
From the first to the last, it was to be 
Be’lakor’s appointed task to crown these 
various Uniters once they had won the 






























servitude only fanned the flames of 
Be’lakor’s jealousy and frustration. 


So it was that the first prince of daemons 
endured the seemingly endless centuries of 
torment that drove him into the deepest pit 
of insanity, yearning hungrily for a return to 
the power that was once his. Such has been 
the fire of his hatred, from time to time 
Be'lakor has managed to escape his curse. 
First, and most famously, by binding his 
essence to the warpstone meteorite that 
destroyed the cursed city of Mordheim. 
Amongst the city's blighted streets, Be'lakor 
was worshipped as the Shadowlord, the 
Prince of Nightmare. Through the power of 
the warpstone he had bound his essence to, 
Be'lakor gathered his will enough to lure to 
Mordheim the one who was to be the next 
Great Uniter, Khaardun the Gloried, and 
possess his body. But the Shadowlord was 
deceived, for by the very act of binding his 
essence to the warpstone meteorite, he 
trapped himself within the cursed city; he 
was sustained by the warpstone permeating 
Mordheim's ruins, yet unable to escape. 
Eventually, consumed by rage and hate, 
corporeal form was destroyed along A Te 
the ambitions of Khaardun. 


Be’lakor was swept back into the eir a 
his cursed and tormented existence, ard... 
slowly slipped back into mindless insanis ace ^ 

Then arose Asavar Kul, the Uniter who cine و‎ 
was to lead the Great War against the Mor- 
tal Realms in the time of Magnus the Pious. 
Once more was Be’lakor drawn from his 
state of bitter madness and driven by his 



















Chaos. Kul nearly destroyed the Empire 











with his invasion, but was slain by Magnus 
the Pious in an act that united the fractious 
peoples of the Empire for centuries after- 
ward. But even as the Chaos hordes began to 
disperse into the north and the Winds of 
Magic began to withdraw, Be’lakor clung to 
consciousness and sanity, bending his con- 
siderable powers to anchor himself upon the 
mortal plane. 


Be'lakor knew of old the awesome power of 
Albion’s Ogham Stones, and he realized that if 
he could harness the power coursing through 
those stones, he might finally be able to claim 
the Crown of Domination and become the 
Everchosen of Chaos himself, thus breaking 
Tzeentch’s curse. But while bending his con- 
siderable means to achieving this goal, a for- 
mer ‘Templar of Sigmar, the man who would 
become the Lord of the End Times in 
Be'lakor's place, ended the quest he began 
over a century ago. Archaon had wrestled the 
six Treasures of the Everchosen from their 
guardians and proved himself worthy to 
become the Great Uniter of Chaos. 


Much to the fury and burning resentment of 
the daemon prince, Be'lakor was finally given 
the Crown of Dominion by the Four Powers, 
only to be forced to crown Archaon Lord of the 
End Times. But for some unknown reason, 
Be'lakor's curse was lifted with his crowning 
of Archaon, and he rejoiced in his freedom. 
Having recovered his nightmarish physical 
form, Be lakor is once again said to walk upon 
mortal soil — albeit within the far north of the 
Chaos Wastes, at least for now. Indeed, I have 
watched as he has rent reality asunder to bring 
his timeless armies into the Wastes. It may be 
that he wishes to reclaim his premiership of all 
the Daemonic Hosts, which may well result in 
a challenge to Archaon's leadership. 


And so now I fear for that day when the 
Chaos Gates yawn wide, spilling their ener- 
gies across the mortal planes, for then the 
dread voices of daemons will be heard 
amongst the lands of men, raising their voices 
in praise of their divine masters, and Be’lakor 
will be free to march southward once more 
and visit his nightmares upon all the lands of 
men. 
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